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PREFACE. 


| 


Time flies so swiftly when we are employed in the 
service of others, that our labours for the present year had 
nearly drawn to a close before we were aware of the 
circumstance ; of forgetfulness, however, in any other re- 
spect, we trust we cannot be accused; and the flattering 
encouragement which we have received affords us the most 
convincing proof that we have nothing to fear. So much 
has already been said upon the views and principles of 
Tue Lapres’ Museum, that any further elucidation of 
them must now be unnecessary : instruction with amusement, 
and elegance with utility, has ever been our aim, and 
will continue to be so under every consideration. In the 
hope, however, that such an arrangement will give general 
satisfaction, it is our intention annually, on the Ist of 
January, to offer a subject for a Prize Essay; and at the 
Tequest of several of our correspondents, we shall hence- 
forth insert a Monthly List of Deaths and Marriages, 


In our Prosaical and Fashionable departments we can 
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only promise a continuance of our present superiority; 
but in the Poetical branch of our labours we anticipate 
much future excellence, since, in addition to Miss A. M. 
Porter, to whom, indeed, we feel particularly obliged, we 
have enrolled under our banners some highly distinguished 
and popular poets, whose contributions cannot fail of en- 
suring success. In return for the kind support which 
has hitherto attended our exertions, we now beg to offer 
our most grateful acknowledgments to our Fair Readers, 
and to a candid and liberal Public, and, at the same time, 
to assure them, that no endeavour on our part shall 
be wanting to secure that Patronage which now forms 


our best recompense, and our proudest boast. 


Threadneedle-street, 
Dec. 1st, 1820. 
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HER MAJESTY, CAROLINE, 
QUEEN CONSORT OF GREAT BRITAIN. 


puBuic curiosity and public feeling have been so strongly 
excited ‘by the recent transactions in which the illustrious 
character before us has been involved, that we have -deemed 
ashort biographical memoir of her will not be unacceptable 
to our readers. It is not, however, our intention to enter 
into any particular view of the unhappy subject which now 
agitates the public mind ; a time is coming, we earnestly hope, 
when every one will be allowed to judge for himself, and, till 
that period arrive, we think it equally as premature and in- 
judiciqus to affirm, (although we most solemnly believe her 
to be so) that the august personage under consideration 
is innocent of the charges alleged against her, as unjust 
and as indefensible to declare that she is guilty of them. Of 
one thing we are only too certain, that let the question be 
decided as it may, the honour of the nation must be in- 
jared, and the peace of a family, which ought to be dear to 
every English heart, destroyed. Deeply, therefore, do we 
lament the unfortunate occurrences which have given rise to 
discussion, and; setting all party aside, we regard the whole 
matter as a source of national sorrow, rather than of acrimo- 
nious dispute; and while we implore that God, who alone 
knoweth the heart, to protect the righteous cause, to vindi- 
cate his own justice, and finally to restore comfort to those 
VOL. Xilwe8, 1. 8 
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whom we are bound to respect and obey, we do not scruple to 
add, that we invoke His just retribution on those wha ma- 
lignantly dare to widen the unhappy breach, to hurl on 
their own heads the miseries they have so cruelly and wan- 
tonly inflicted on others. 

‘Her Majesty is the fifth child of the gallant Charles Wil- 
liam Ferdinand, Duke of Brunswick, and the Princess Au- 
gusta, daughter of his Royal Highness, Frederic, Prince of 
‘Wales, and was born 17th May, 1768. Nearly connected, 
therefore, with the Royal Family of England, and descended 
from an illustrious race of ancestors, the proposed union be- 
tween her and the presumptive heir to the British crown, 
gave universal satisfaction, ‘The marriage was celebrated 
with much pomp, on the 8th of April, 1795, 

The Princess in person strongly resembled her illustrious 
relatives; her complexion was beautifully fair, and her whole 
appearance pleasing and interesting. The Prince himself was 
extremely popular; graceful in his person, elegant in his man- 
ners, affable, generous, and benevolent; his follies were ex- 
cused in his youth, or overlooked in his more amiable qua- 
lities; in the delights of a domestic circle, the people fondly 
hoped to sce him weancd from his former errors, and to be- 
hold him all that his father had been before him, surrounded 
by a race to inherit his virtues, and to transmit to poste- 
rity his honours. How cruelly these expectations were des- 
troyed, is too well known! A few months after their mar- 
riage, differences arose between the Royal pair, which, if not 
caused, were doubtless aggravated, by injudicious interference, 
interested views, or disappointed hopes, Domestic quarrels 
are always dangerous, and seldom, or never, bear the in- 
tervention of others, yet in none are the generality of per- 
sons 80 inclined to interest themselves as in those of this 
nature; the consequence was what might be expected; a 
coolness was created between them, which was never after- 
wards removed, but which succeeding years only served to 
strengthen. It is against these first fomenters of family dis- 
agreement that the full tide of our indignation flows; it is 
over this original wreck of happiness that we could weep, 
and, led away by our feelings, wish we could arrest the 
course of. time, and recall the past, when every uneasiness 
might casily have been removed, and whon it was neither a 
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dificult nor a painful task to forget and forgive. Oh! let 
the instigators of mischief look round, if possible, on the 
havoc they have completed, let conscience point to the di- 
vided and widowed pair, the childless parent, and the cheer- 
less home, to the disappointed hopes of a loyal people, to 
the present agitated state of the public mind, the mur- 
murs of discontent, and the bold declaration of disaffection, 
and let them ask themselves, if such injuries as these do not 
call for just retribution, and for the vengeance of an of- 
fended God! Thesad example, however, is pregnant with in- 
struction to all ranks; may it equally warn the insidious or 
inconsiderate adviser from all interference in matrimonial 
disputes, and induce every married pair to conceal their 
differences in their own bosoms, and to turn a deaf ear to 
those, who, under the disguise of friendship, are their bit- 
terest foes. 

Our late beloved and lamented Princess was born at Carl- 
ton-House, on the 7th of January in the ensuing year. The 
nation indulged hopes, from a partial reconciliation that- 
seemed to have taken place about this time, that all vari- 
ances would be amicably settled, but they were again deomed 
to be disappointed. Three months after the birth of her in- 
fant, the Princess had a separate establishment, at Blaok- 
heath, where she continued afterwards to reside, enjoying the 
society of her child, and the unceasing kindness of her un- 
cle, our late venerable Sovereign. About the year 1801, 
she formed an acquaintance with Sir John and Lady Doug- 
las, which continued till the year 1805, when, in consequence 
of some disagreement, het ladyship preferred charges against 
her of the most serious nature. These charges were fully 
examined by Royal command, and the result was, that the 
Princess was declared innocent of the main accusations, and 
that the minor ones rested on such vague and ansatisfactory 
evidence, that they were altogether unworthy of notice. She 
was not, however, admitted at Court as soon as was ex- 
pected, but in consequence of a remonstrance from the prin- 
cipal member of the Cabinet, she was received into the Royal 
presence, and appeared as usual at the palace, to the great 
jey of the public in general. Apartments in Kensington-pa- 
lace were provided for her, and the presence of her amiable 
mother, the Duehess of Brunswick, who sought refage here 
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from ‘the troubles on the continent, most happily cheered 
her solitude; but a fresh source of uneasiness soon presented 
iteelf. The visits of the Princess Charlotte were gradually 
restricted, till they were forbidden to meet oftener than 
once a fortnight, a deprivation which caused much misery 
to all parties. The Prince had now become Regent, and 
the Princess,’ aware of the impression that this procedure 
would make in the eyes of the world, wrote to him, entreat- 
ing a full and public disclosure of every thing connected with 
the investigation of 1806. It was on this occasion that Lord 
Castlereagh publicly admitted the complete innocence of Her 
Royal Highness of any serious charge, and observed, it 
was unnecessary to produce any document to prove that 
fact. The public joy manifested on this declaration, or tri- 
umph of the Princess, as it was considered, must be well 
remembered by all our readers. Nevertheless, she still con- 
tinued an exile from Court, and the visits of the Princeas 
were restricted as before; from what cause, we cannot 
peetend.to determine, neither is it allowable in us to decide 
how far, either at’ this, or at any former period, Her Royal 
Highness was prudent or commendable, in the choice of the. 
objeots.of her bounty, and particularly in the adoption of the 
child, now. so well known by the name of William Austin; 
certain it is, she has by this act, which ought to have ex- 
cited .respect and admiration, given opportunity for much 
animadyersion and impertinent curiosity. 

The Duchess of Brunswick died in 1813, and in the following 
year the Princess quitted England. The motives. which in- 
duced her to take this step contrary to the advice of her friends, 


are said to have originated in the hope of her absence being _ 


conducive to the comfort and. proper establishment of the 
Princess, her daughter, between whom and her Royal father 
many unpleasant disputes had arisen. On her arrival on the 
continent, she spent much of her time in travelling; she ‘vi- 
sited many countries in the south of Europe, and passed over 
into Asia, fixing her permanent residence however at Como. 
It was in this beautiful retreat, that she received the heart- 
rending intelligence of that loss which bereft her of a daughter, 
and England .of its best hope; the state of her feelings on 
this occasion, we conceive, are better imagined than described. 
We must not forget to mention, that on the establishment of 


sow ae 


THE LADIES’ MONTHLY MUSEUM. & 








the Regency, it was proposed to grant the Princess £50,000 
per annnm, but this she refused, and weuld not accept more 
than £35,000; a disinterestedness which was not unappre- 
ciated by the people. Immediately'upon becoming acquainted 
with the death of the King, and of the different events which 
had in consequence ensued, she resolved upon coming to Eng- 
land, and for this purpose, commenced a difficult and hagard- 
ous journey, which was productive on many occasions of great 
mortification and distress. She reached Calais on the 2d of 
June, and from thence embarked in the Prince Leopold packet, 
and arrived safely at Dover on the 5th, where she was received 
with every mark of attention and respect.—Her Majesty is in 
excellent health, and she is neither so corpulent nor so fair 
as when she left England; but her appearance is not injured 
by the circumstance, and her spirits seem unimpaired. She 
has fixed her present residence with Lady Anne Hamilton, in 
Portland-street. 
In this brief sketch we have merely, as we professed, given 
a slight detail of recent circumstances; we take no pleasure 
‘ia recrimination or abuse, and we close our imperfect memoir 
with a sincere and earnest prayer that justice may be made 
manifest, that public peace may be restored, and that all ranks 
and parties will conduct themselves in this critical period as 
become the characters of Christians, of citizens, and of men. 


BEAUTY OF CLEMENCY. 


Aurnonso, King of Naples and Sicily, so celebrated in 
history for his clemency, was once asked, why he was so 
favourable to all men, even to those most notoriously wicked ; 
“Because,” answered he, “good men are won by justice ; 
the bad by clemency.” When some of his ministers com- 
plained to him on another occasion of his lenity, which they 
were pleased to say was more than became a prince:— 
“ What then,” exclaimed he, “would you have lions and 
tigers to reign over you? Know you not that craelty is the 
property of wild beaste—clemency that of Man.” 
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TO THE EDITOR 
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THE LADIES’ MONTHLY MUSEUM. 


Sir, 


1 appRess you as a gentleman, though Iam not sure you 
are one, for times are now so strangely altered, that it is al- 
most impossible to say what is the business of one sex, and 
what: of. another; but as I think it is rather less disgrace for 
a lady.to be taken for a gentleman, than for a gentleman 
to be taken for a lady, I shall continue to call you Mr. 
Editor, for fear of giving you offence. I beg you will not 
laugh at my ignorance, but really every thing is so different 
to what it was when I was young, (for, gentle sir, I am not 
_® girl), that I confess I am, often puzzled to make proper 
distinctions, and ladies are so unlike what they used to be 
formerly, that I look at them with astonishment; not that I 
mean to say that every thing was then right, and every thing 
is now wrong ;.no, sir, I am not so prejudiced in my ideas, 
but I maintain that female manners and qualifications are 
so changed, that while in my youthful days, it was consi- 
dered no mean acquirement to read well, cypher tolerably, 
and write prettily, we have now nearly as many writers as 
readers, as many teachers as scholars, and unless young la- 
dies are almost as learned and as great proficients in every 
accomplishment as public characters were formerly required 
to be, they are thought scarcely fit to shew themselves in 
society. 

We have had many fashions in my days, and education 
séems to be the ruling one of the present. This is all very 
well, if it prove well; but I have my doubts, and cannot 
help thinking, that this over regard to education will undo 
the very good that is intended to be donc; particularly as 
no distinction is made as to rank or situation. ,Every body’s 
daughter must now learn French, and music, and drawing, 
and I don’t know what beside, till their poor heads are 
filled with such a medley of knowledge as is, in my opinion, 
just sufficient to make them ashamed of their relations, above _ 
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. their stations, and unfit for being either pradent wives or. 
good mothers. This thought strack me very forcibly the other 
day, when talking before some young grand-nieces of mine, 
I suppose I made a mistake in grammar, for I saw them titter 
and touch each other to notice ‘“‘ aunt Deborah's” ignorance. 
“Well, my: dears,” said I, ‘“‘ you may laugh if you please, 
for I. don’t pretend to know much about grammar and his- 
tory, and such things, and I dare say you do; bat for all 
that I am not ashamed; for I questjon whether you are mis- 
tress of as much useful information as ‘old aunt Deborah’ 
efter all. Yes! you may look, but can you pickle these 
cucumbers, or make a baby’s cap, or a gentleman’s shirt, as well 
asIcan?” “Oh!” said one of them, “ it will be time enough 
to learn those kind of things when we have left school; and 
besides, the servants may pickle cucumbers, and the children 
at the charity-schools may make caps and shirts; you know you 
say yourself their work is very cheap.” “ All very well, young 
ladies,” said I, “‘ but remember, ‘charity begins at home,’ and 
nothing is cheap which is unnecessary, and if you trust all 
to your servants, you will not long have any thing to eat 
with your pickles, and if you spend as much with charity- 
schools as would buy clothes, you will very soon have none 
to make at all.” “ But, aunt,” she replied, very quickly, 
“what a waste of time it would be, if we did not happen 
to want baby’s caps, or shirts? every body does not.” “I 
understand you,” said I; “but I do not look upon myself 
as the less useful because I have no need for my knowledge 
myself; for let me tell you, an old maid is one of the most 
convenient members of a family; she works for all, keeps 
house for all, when either pleasure or business takes the 
mistress away; is employed upon every occasion, and though 
often laughed at, is the very first person to be applied to 
when any thing is wished for, or any scrape to be got through.” 
But, dear me! I shall fill my paper before I begin the sub- 
ject of my letter; you must forgive me, sir; old ladies, and 
young ones too for that matter, love to talk, and d you must 
not grudge me the privilege of my sex. 

I have always borne a character for ainideusae’s and: econo- 
my, aud I hope shall continue to do so, for I must consider - 
any person possessed of such a one as no bad member of 
society, I received, as it was then thought, a very good 
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education, and was always fond of a little reading ; but after 
Thad read through and through again all our family volumes, 
I was at a great loss for books, when a circulating library 
being established in the town, I was a subscriber to it for 
many years, but thinking at last it was too expensive, I was 
half determined to give it up, and, lackily seeing your Mu- 
seum, I hesitated no longer. I have ever since taken it in, and 
I must, in justice to you, say, I think it the most reasonable 
pian of information and instruction that could have been de- 
vised; I have now no occasion to hire or borrow books of 


‘any kind, and, thanks to your Review, (which is, in my opinion, « 


a great improvement) I can givemy opinion upon many new 
works without being afraid of committing my judgment, or 
without being at the expence or trouble of reading them, 
which suits me extremely, as I dare say it does many others. 
Your Museum is also very useful, for I sometimes take a 
hint from the Fashions as to my own dress, though they are 
rather too young for me; if you would be so kind now and 
then to introduce something that would suit ladies of my 
age, with a description of a pretty cap, (for it is wonderfal 
what a difference a becoming one makes to people like me) 
I should feel greatly obliged to you; for then for one shil- 
ling and sixpence per month, I should know all I wish, ex- 
cepting, indeed, one thing which I had nearly forgotten: 
I very much wish you would favour us with a few deaths 
and marriages; for though I am not married myself, that is 
no reason why I should dislike to see who are; and my 
friends may go out of the world without my hearing any 
thing of the matter, unless I incur the expence of two-pence 
per week for a newspaper, which I don't like to do, as you 
furnish me with every other interesting intelligence. By com- 
plying with my request, you would enable me to pay a sigh 
of regret over my lost acquaintance, and thus ease my con- 
‘science of not shewing them proper respect. 

Among the new works in your Number for May, you 
recommended “ Lessons of Thrift,” by a Member of the Save- 
all Club. “‘ This is a very good title,” said I, “and I dare 
say in an excellent book;” for I have a great opinion of 
what you say, though, to tell you the truth, I did not always 
think very well of what you call Reviewers and Critics, for 
having beard something aboat their being infallible, I fancied 
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they must have something to do with the Pope, and as J am 
no favourer of the Roman Catholic religion, I never, as a 
good Protestant, suffered any of their magazines in my house, 
but seeing nothing of the kind in your Museum, I suppose 
I made a mistake, and am quite satisfied. I was very much 
inclined to buy these ‘‘ Lessons,” but I did not much like: 
to give a guinea for one book only, (by the bye, books are 
shockingly dear) but as I thought it might be very usefulto me, 
and to my godchild after me, I really ventured to purchase 
it, nor did I in the least repent my having done so, till I 
got to Lesson the 18th, which I expected would be an excel- 
lent one, it being upon “ Economy in fires,” when I was more 
surprised and offended than I can express; for speaking of 
the poker, which he justly observes, “is a great waster of 
coals,” the author has the assurance to add, “but particularly 
in female hands.” Now, sir, this a cruel and unjust accusa- 
tion, as I hope I shall prove ; for to defend my sex from such 
acharge, and to shew how much more dangerous such a wea- 
pon is in your hands than in our’s, is the motive of my addrese-: 
ing you; and I hope, as some amends for your inadvertency, 
you will give my lettera place in your Museum. For my own 
part, ever since I have kept house, which is now near forty 
years, Ican safely say, I never used the poker but when it was 
absolutely necessary, though I have frequently sat till I was so 
cold, I could scarcely feel my needle, because I would not 
stir the fire till the exact time I always allow after fresh coals 
have been put on, though I am sure it would have been a 
luxury sometimes to have done so, and saved me from many 
asour look at my “ old-maidish ways ;” and now to be sup- 
posed guilty of extravagance—it is too bad. In something 
like a pet, I laid down the book, put on my bonnet and 
cloak, and, to divert my chagrin, went out with an inten- 
tion of making a few calls: my. morning’s adventures I shall 
now relate to you. 

My first visit was to Mrs. Findfault, whose husband was 
confined by a slight indisposition. He sat reading a newa- 
paper by the fire, and after I had been sometime in the room, 
“ Well, madam,” said he, “ bad news; we shall all be ruined.” 
“For mercy’s sake!” cried I, in a fright, “ what's the mat- 
ter” ‘ Matter,” said he, laying the paper on his knee, and 
seizing the poker, which he held dircoted to the fire, while 
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he turned to me with an angry look, “we are rained, I say, 
the people will rise; they’ll stand it no longer. Ministers are 
wrong. No reduction in the national expence! ’Tis shame- 
‘fal! economy is the only thing to save us; economy we want, 
economy, or its all over with us,” and now he attacked the 
Gre in the most violent manner. “I think so too, my dear,” 
said Mrs. F. “have a little mercy;” but he took no notice 
of her words, and continued, ‘‘ We are ground to powder! 
to powder! to absolute powder!” and at every separate eja- 
culation, he enforced his words by breaking every, piece of 
coal in the grate. I could bear it no longer, and so wished 
him good morning; and, as I went out, I could not help 
saying, “Lord bless me! how little these people that write 
books know of real life.” 

I now proceeded to Mra, Dashall’s. ‘‘ Only think,” said 
Mrs. D. “ how kind it is of Edward; he has volunteered to 
remain a whole day with me. Really he bas lately been 
so much engaged, he has scarcely been half an hour at 
home for this last week ; but this unexpected pleasure makes 
amends for all.” I own I was surprised; but it was no 
business of mine to make observations, and as I thought it right 
to make myself as agreeable as I could,-I endeavoured to 
recollect all the news I had heard, which, to tell the truth, 
was not a little. ‘Well, my dear Mrs. Dashall,” said I, 
‘have you heard of the strange affair at the cottage?” “No, 
Mrs. Deborah,” she replied, “ what do you mean?” “ Why, 
Miss Light has disappeared, and not without good reason, 
but with whom, or for whom, no one can guess.” “How 
amasingly the weather is altered,” said Mr. Dashall, hastily 
taking up the poker, and stiring the fire with great activity 
and perseverance; “it is extremely warm.” ‘‘ You don’t 
seem to feel it, however, my love,” said Mrs. D. “for see 
what a fire you are making.” I am sure his looks were 
not in contradiction to his words; but I had seen enough ; 
and took my leave, congratulating myself, that if ever by 
any mischance I had inadvertently used the “ destructive 
weapon,” it was never to hide a guilty conscience. 

From thence I went to Dr. Camomile’s, for Dr. I call him, 
though I often get reprimanded for so doing, and am told to 
say, Mr. Camomile; but we never used to make such dis- 
tinetions in my youthful days, and I den’t see why we should 
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now. These refinements are very troublesome to old ladies. 
“ Pray, aunt,” enquired one of the young ones, “ do you know 
the difference between a physician and an apothecary?” 
“Tknow what they are alike in,” said I; “they both pro- 
fess to cure the complaints of our poor frames; and as to 
difference, I think it is this—the first lives at his ease, and 
pockets his fee without trouble, while the other generally 
rains his own health to save other people’s, and often never 
gets paid at all, so, if Dr. is the most honourable title, I 
think he bas the best right to it.” I am sure no one could 
accuse Mrs. Camomile of keeping too large a fire, for there 
was not so mach as would have laid on the shovel; she did 
‘not attempt to touch it, when in bounced Mr. Camomile. 
“Good morning, madam!” said he, “ fine weather, but not 
quite summer at present; we can’t get the wind out of the 
cold quarter yet. Why, my dear, what a fire you have got! 
how often have I told you more colds are caught in this season 
of the year than any other! surely you have a mind to drive 
our good friend here out of the house; but let me see if 
I can’t improve this chilly appearance.” ‘‘ Pray, Mr. Camo- | 
mile,” said his careful wife, “don’t be so violent; remember ~ 
the coals ought to last us till July, and I am sure they will 
not,.if the weather does not get warmer, and yoa persist ih 
being so extravagant.” ‘‘ Last, or not last,” resamed he, 
“TI will never pay a friend such a bad compliment as to 
starve her out of my house. Do you know, Mrs. Deborah, 
I always judge whether my company is wanted, or not, in 
this very way. If, when I enter aroom, I see an indifferent 
fire, and no one offers to make it better, I am assured they 
wish me away; but if, on the contrary, a friend stirs it up 
and makes it smile with cheerfulness, I take it for granted 
Tam a welcome visitor, and stay as long as it suits me, and 
80 you shall judge of me by my own rule.” “ Never,” thought 
I, “even for hospitality’s sake, was I ever guilty of such 
extravagance. These authors are certainly not such olever 
people as one is apt to believe, for I am convinced they only 
write what first comes into their heads, and not what they 
know. from experience.” 

I could not pass poor Mrs, Snarl’s without jast going in 
for a minute or two; I was in hopes her husband was from 
home, but was disappointed. I am always at a loss to talk 
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to cross:people; so not being able to think of any thing but 
the weather, I said, I was afraid it would be sometime yet 
before winter was gone, for it was still cold.” This was an 
unlucky speech, for he immediately took up the poker. “ My 
love,” said Mrs. Snarl, very gently, “fresh coals have but 
this instant been put on.” “1 will thank you to mind your 
own business,” was his reply; “I am surely master of my 
own house;” and, in the true spirit of contradiction, he fairly 
left not a single spark in the grate. ‘Thank goodness!” 
LT exclaimed, as I gladly made my retreat, “I have not such 
apest in my house as a man; with such a nuisance to deal 
with, instead of having my coal-scoop filled once a day, 
(which is my invariable rule,) what with politics, gallantry, 
hospitality, and aggravation, I should be obliged so have it 
replenished four times as often, in the same period.” I shall 
mot trouble you, Mr. Editor, with any more examples of 
your sex’s extravagance, for I trust they are sufficient for my 
purpose; but I must not omit to mention my old friend, Mr. 
Limp, who having long been confined with the gout, and unable 
to reach the poker, sits continually thrusting his stick into the 
fire; and that non-descript animal, young Listless, who de- 
‘clares he is obliged to “‘ agitate the coals,” merely because 
he is afraid he should vegetate for want of exercise. Now, 
sir, I trust, yoo are convinced how unjustly the ladies bave 
been accused, and though I fear no apology can now be made, 
I hope you will in future be more careful how you recom- 
mend any thing that may wound us in such a delicate point 
again; and wishing you every success, and flattering myself 
you will condescend to notice my little hints, 
I remain, sir, 
Your obedient, humble servant, 


Desoran OLDSTYLE. 


P.S. I am generally called “ Aunt Deborah.” Since I 
have found writing so mach easier than I expected, I should 
like to address you again, provided you have no objection 
to hear from me, for I have a great deal to say about our 
modern dress, and many other things which strike me as re- 
quiring observation. 


moa 
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THE PURLOINED VEIL; 
or, 
THE SWANS. 


(Continued from page 3%, Vol. XI.) 





Friepsert had not foreseen the fatal catastrophe which 
had taken place during his absence. He returned home in 
the evening, with his heart full of joy and hope, and ran to 
the apartment where he expected to meet his lovely bride. 
In liea of what he expected, he was saluted upon his opening 
the door, with a volley of maledictions, which his mother in- 
terlarded with reproaches and abuse. But when he was in- 
formed of the misfortune that had befallen him, his grief and 
rage knew no bounds. The first paroxysm was so violent, 
that his mother might have fallen a victim, had she nat 
called to her rescue all the servants, who succeeded, though 
with no small difficulty, in disarming the new Rolando. When 
on both sides their anger bad subsided, a more peaceable 
explanation ensued. Friedbert exerted himself to the utmost 
to remove the idea of his being a magician, and of his hav- 
ing intended to introduce the devil to bis mother, as ber 
daughter-in-law, He revealed the mystery of his adventures 
with the fair Calista, and of bis travelling equipage; but in 
the opinion of the good woman, who understood nothing 
about mythology, he still continued to be considered as a 
conjurer. It is almost useless, indeed, to attempt removing 
a prejudice when it has once taken possession of the mind; 
and if Friedbert was not brought to take his trial as a sor- 
cerer, he was to thank a remaining maternal tenderness for 
his escaping without being informed against. At any rate, 
the strange story gave rise to a thousand conjectures in the 
small town of Eglisau; and had Friedbert been more ad- 
vanced in years, less handsome, and had been followed in 
the streets by a black dog, he most assuredly would have 
been served with a commission of sorcery, and moye de; 
servedly than many poor wretches, either before or after him, 
have been. 

VOL. XIL—S. 1. c 
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The bridegroom without a bride found himself in the most 
deplorable condition. Exasperated at the loss of the fair 
Calista, whom he loved passionately, he was at a loss to 
determine whether he must die through grief, or live to go in 
quest of her. To lose an adored spouse on the eve of 
marriage, might be called being wrecked in sight of port, 
after having safely sailed round the world. When the be- 
loved object is carried away by death, or by a rival, or an 
unnatural father confines her in a convent, some resource is 
left at least ; you may either follow her to her grave, kill her 
ravisher, or scale the walls of the monastery; but when she 
flies out at the window, how are you to follow her? In 
the present age, you might make use of a balloon, but at 
the time of poor Friedbert, the means of traversing the re- 
gions of the air without wings had not yet been discovered. 
He, therefore, had no uther method of pursuing his fair fu- 
gitive beyond the seas, than by directing his course accord- 
ing as circumstances would permit, sometimes by land and 
sometimes by water. The impatience of again meeting his 
spouse, would make him consider a voyage from Eglisau 
to the Cyclades as nearly impracticable as a trip to the 
moon. “Ah!” exclaimed he, in an agony of despair, “‘ how 
shall the tardy sail, that moves on so slowly, be able to 
overtake the lively butterfly, that skims from one flower to 
another without alighting on either, and is finally lost in 
the vacuum of the air? Who can warrant me that Calista 
has returned to the island of Naxos? The shame of her be- 
ing considered in her country as a wanton, may, perhaps, 
prevent her from returning thither. Besides, although she 
were at Naxos, should I stand a better chance on that ac- 
count?) How could I, a petty citizen of an inconsiderable 
town, presume to cast my eyes on the daughter of a prince?” 
These reflections tormented him for a long time. He might, 
however, have saved himself that anguish, if he had been 
conscious of the force of his passion, and if he had known 
that nothing is impossible for love to achieve, when it is 
carried to a certain degree of enthusiasm. Instinct, or a 
sudden involuntary emotion, suggested to him a determina~ 
tion which the cold calculations of reason coald never have 
produced: he saddled his horse, after having sold whatever 


else he was worth, and pocketed the money; he then went 
: ‘ 
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out at a back door, to avoid the garrulous adicus of his mo- 
ther, and set off at full gallop eastward, in as good spirits as 
if he was to have reached the Cyclades that same evening. 

He most fortunately recollected the road fathcr Brano 
had taken, went to Venice, embarked there, as Bruno had 
done, and, after surmounting all the difficulties attending ‘a- 
long sea-voyage, arrived safely at Naxos. 

Full of joy and of hope, he jumped on shore, and saluted 
the native land of his beloved. He doubted not but he should: 
find her returned to her country, so that his first care, the 
first words he uttered, were to enquire after the beauteous’ 
Princess Calista; but no one could inform him of what was 
become of her. He heard the various reports that had been 
circulated, the customary chit-chat that takes place when a 
lovely girl disappears on a sudden from the circle of her 
acquaintance, and which are seldom to the advantage of the 
absentee. There is, indeed, such a thing as an intrenchment, 
behind which the accused person may find a shelter against 
the poisonous shafts of calumny, namely, the noble indifference 
with which she bears the town-talk: the following reply :— 
What do I care?—What are all those discourses tome ?—I will 
doas I like! Yet, however protecting that rampart may be, 
when a young woman knows how there to seek an asylum 
seasonably, still it does not always prove sufficient to save 
the character of the youthful female, who for two years had 
been roving all over the world. 

With regard to Friedbert, he knew but too well what 
he was to think of the virtue of his beloved, and how unim- 
paired it remained, notwithstanding all appearances; but he 
was inconsolable at not being able to find her out. He knew 
not whether he was to return to his hermitage, there to 
wait for her revisiting the pond, or to undertake a pilgrimage 
to the source of the Nile, certain, as he was, that the wish 
of retaining her youth and beauty, would brink her back to 
either.the one or the other of those two springs. 

Whilst consulting within himself in the precincts of which 
he should go and spread his uets to catch his truant bird, 
Prince Isidore, of Paphos, a vassal to the despot of the Cy- 
clades, arrived at Naxos, to be married to the Princess 
Irene, eldest sister to the beauteous Calista. Great prepa- 
tations were made to celebrate their marriage, and the fese 
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tivals were to be concluded by a tournament. This piece of . 


intelligence revived the martial ardour of our Swabian hero; 
and, tortured as he was by grief and ennui, he wished to 
try whether he should derive no alleviation to his sorrows by 
entering the lists, as all foreign knights had been invited 
thither by a herald, who issued a proclamation to that purpose 
all over the town. 

Friedbert, to speak the truth, would not have been ad- 
missible at a tournament in Germany; nay, if he had intro- 
duced himself in his real character, as a burgher of Eglisau, 
he might probably have undergone the mortification of being 
turned out; but at Naxos, under the protection of a full 
purse, and an assumed name, he had no difficulty in ap- 
propriating to himself the prerogatives attached to an illus- 
trious birth. Friedbert, therefore, acted the part of a knight 
with as much grace and dignity as a French valet some- 
times performs that of a Marquis, in a Court of Germany, 
or a German journeyman-tailor passes himself for a Baron 
in Paris. He procured a complete armour, swan-colour, 
that is to say, white, paid very dear for a beautiful well- 
trained charger, and, on the day appointed, was admitted 
within the lists, on the only recommendation of his good 
appearance. His imagination, however, played him a very 
bad trick, in representing to him the circular entrance and 
the amphitheatre, filled with women and spectators, un- 
der the dreadful form of the oven in which he was once 
near being baked or impaled; but this emotion of terror did 
not last long. He bowed to the assembly with noble grace, 
disarmed several knights, threw others, and, in short, de- 
served the prize, which he received from the hands of the 
bride. He had also the honour of kissing the hand of the 
formerly beauteous Zoé, who, according to the etiquette of 
courts, retained the honours of titular beauty, the same as 
an ex-ambassador retains the title of excellency. The ra- 
vages of time, and the absence from the bath, however, were 
but too strikingly observable in the features of the good lady. 
Bruno’s beautiful Zoé could no longer serve the Apelles of 
Naxos as a model for a fine old woman’s head. Friedbert 
introdaced himself to her, as Bruno had formerly done, un- 
der the appellation of an Italian knight. Whether Zoé still 
entertained in her breast a tender remembrance of that title 
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and country, or whether she had already perceived the ring 
that had formerly been her’s, the fine ruby whereof shone on 
the finger of the young knight, she welcomed him in the 
most flattering manner, and seemed to pay him particular 
attention. 

‘When all the bustle of the nuptials was over, and Zoé 
had retired from court to revisit her peaceable palace, I'ried- 
bert obtained permission to pay his respects to her in that 
kind of sanctuary, into which a small number of select courtiers 
only gained admission, and where she shewed him a truly ma- 
ternal affection. 

One day, as they were walking together in her immense 
park, she invited him to a solitary and shaded walk, where 
she addressed him in the following words: “ Dear stranger, 
Ihave a favour to beg of you, which I hope you will ‘not re- 
fase granting it to me. Tell me, how that ring, which you 
wear on your right hand, happens to be in your posses- 
sion, That ring was once my property, but not knowing 
at what time, or where, I lost it, I am extremely anxious 
to know how you came by it.” ‘‘ Most noble lady,” replied 
the artful Swabian, “I gained the ring in single ‘com- 
bat, and in an honourable way, over a brave knight, a coun- 
tryman of mine: I conquered him, and he even lost his life 
in the encounter; but if you were to ask me how he became 
possessed of it, whether he gained it from a warrior, bought 
it of a Jew, or received it from the hands of some fair 
lady, it would be impossible for me to give you a satis- 
factory answer.” “ What would you do,” resumed Zoé, ‘if I 
were to request of you to restore it to me? A knight full o¢ 
honour as you are could hardly refuse granting such a re- 
quest to a woman, yet I would not require your giving up 
gratuitously a jewel which is the prize of your valour, but 
wish yoa would receive of me, in return, some article of 
equal value, besides having an eternal claim on my grati- 
tade.” 


(Ta be continued.) 
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MARRIAGE; 
A TALE, 


« Thy hopes might have been better; 
‘Tis lost at dice, what ancient honours won; 
Hard when the father plays away the son.” 





From the period of De Courcy’s entering into holy orders, 
and his subsequent marriage with Agnes, he had most reli- 
giously preserved his vow of refraining from all manner of 

aming, and he still firmly resolved no indacement should 

ad him to violate it. Perhaps, however, bis merit in this 
respect was negative; for though he had avoided temptation, 
he had never been exposed to it. A short time after his 
renewed intimacy with Morton, as they were returning toge- 
ther from a fashionable evéning party, they passed by a 
noted house in St, James’s-street. ‘“ Well thought of!” sud- 
denly exclaimed Morton; “let us go in for an hour; there is 
afamous match to be decided to-night, and I would not for 
the world miss it. Come, De Courcy,” continued he, drawing 
him back, for the latter was hastily proceeding. ‘No, no!” 
said he, endeavouring to move forward, “I cannot accom- 
pany you—Good night!” “Nay, nay,” returned Morton, 
“you positively shall not refase me; come, my dear fellow, 
come with me; it will not detain you an hour; and, I give 
‘you my: word, the instant the game is decided I [will come 
away with you.” ‘Impossible! indeed, indeed, Morton,” 
said De Courcy, “you must excuse me; I really am not 
well; Iam——” “Pshaw! what nonsense!” replied his per- 
timacious companion; “is this another of your saintly resolu- 
tions? Then, by all that’s perverse, you shall,” and with a 
sudden jerk, he drew him upon the steps; several othergen- 
tleman now came up, and De Courcy made no farther op- 
position; but ashamed to retreat, and still more ashamed to 
own his feelings, he passively ascended the steps; he shud- 
dered as he entered, his heart beat violently, and dim objects 
only flitted before his sight. He had made one step beyond 
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the line he had proscribed for himself, and he felt as if he 
had transgressed every other; so true itis, that the first gra- 
dation towards vice is always the most formidable to our 
view, and the most alarming to our conscience, 

Unwilling, however, that his disorder should be perceived, 
he rallied his spirits, and from pretending to be an inter- 
ested observer, he speedily became one in reality; and as 
the game grew more critical, his anxiety increased in pro- 
portion, till it was too legibly impressed on his countenance 
to escape observation. At the termination of the game, there- 
fore, he was eagerly requested to join the party ; but this, with 
secret exultation at his own firmness, he resolutely refused to 
do; and immediately reminded Morton of his promise. “Tis 
well for you he does refuse,” said Morton gaily, “he is the 
lackiest fellow in the world; and as to skill, I believe he 
would surprise some of the most knowing among you; so, 
if you will take my advice, you will say no more about it.” 
Contemptible as this compliment was, it was not lost upon 
De Courcy ; but abrubtly interrupting Morton, and again claim- 
ing his engagement, he left the apartment, and once more 
gladly found himself in the open air. ‘“ Never, never,” said 
he, drawing a deep respiration as the welcome breeze sa- 
luted his senses, “ will I enter these walls again. Thank 
Heaven! I have escaped temptation this time, and never 
shall my folly expose me to it again. I wish I had not 
gone; but, however, so long as my vow is still inviolate, I 
have not much to reproach myself with, and shall consider 
what I have done as too trifling to be worth any furthur un- 
easiness.” 

De Courcy was not altogether the dupe of his own sophis- 
tical reasoning, his better judgment told him he had done 
wrong; but it suited the present frame of his mind to believe 
otherwise, and he was not inclined to search too deeply into 
the matter, or to promote serious reflection. Nor let this be 
considered unnatural or uncommon. Man, with all bis boasted 
powers of reason and philosophy, is continually the dupe of 
his own delusions and the slave of his own passions, and 
while he urges strong temptation and peculiar circumstances, 
he is himself his own betrayer, and the victim of his own 
presumption. 

Some time after this memorable evening, De Courcy re- 
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ceived an invitation from the Earl of Cearnarvon to join a 
large dinner-party at his house. His lordship was not more 
distinguished for his rank and splendid abilities than for his 
consummate skill and deep love of play; but De Courcy had 
not given the latter circumstance a thought. When, therefore, 
on returning to the drawing-room, he beheld the different 
tables already prepared, he immediately comprehended the 
danger of his situation, and was hastily preparing to make 
a precipitate retreat, but, advancing towards him, ‘“‘ De Cour- 
cy,” said the Earl, “I have heard much of your skill, and 
should like to prove it. What say you, will you accept my 
challenge?” ‘Oh! by all means, by all means!” cried several 
who were well acquainted with the parties; ‘it will be a 
most excellent match.” ‘ Allons, allons! then,” said Morton; 
“now, my boy, prove yourself worthy of your name, or old 
Clare shall disclaim you for ever.” The heart of. De Courcy 
was torn with conflicting emotions. Should he forfeit his re- 
iterated promises? Could he refuse the honour? What ex- 
cuse could he make for declining it? Could he incur the 
contempt of the gay circle around him? All these thoughts 
passed rapidly over his mind; the confused voices of the spec- 
tators bewildered him; he heard and saw nothing distinctly ; 
and ere he could well say what he had decided upon, he 
Stood by the fatal table, and while the cold dews hung on 
his forehead, he, almost unconscious of what he was doing, 
seized, with a desperate grasp, the offered card, and seated him- 
self in his place.. In a few minutes, however, he recovered him- 
self; the stake was not considerable, but he was anxious to 
sustain the character he had acquired, and he soon shewed 
the Earl that he was, indeed, an able antagonist. Each, 
therefore, exerted his powers, but the victory was decidedly 
adjudged to De Courcy; but his lordship was not contented 
to rest conquered, and again challenged him. “I cannot 
with honour refuse this time,” thought De Courcy; and he 
complied. Success a second time remained with him, and 
he now rose to depart; but this was not allowed till he hag 
consented to make one more trial of skill on the following 
night. “ But where shall we meet?” said Lord Cearnarvon; 
«*and what shall be the stake?” “Let the stake be settled 
to-morrow,” replied Morton; “I am engaged at ——, and 
#0 are you; and De Courcy will accompany us there.” De 
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Courcy shuddered! ‘‘ O no!” said he, “let us defer it; let 
us meet any where but—-—” ‘ Nonsense!’ cried Morton; 
then whispering loudly, he added, *‘ You will not be contami- 
nated.” The general smile which followed this speech was 
too much for De Courcy to bear, and he instantly, though a 
pang of remorse wrung his heart as he spoke, agreed to meet 
his lordship wherever he pleased. 

It would not, perhaps, be an easy task to describe the 
sensations of De Courcy when he was once more at liberty 
in his own apartments to reflect upon the promise he had 
just given. Those only who, like him, have formed the 
strongest resolutions to conquer a prevailing passion, and 
who, like him, have, in spite of the remonstrances of reason, 
virtue, and conscience, again yiclded to temptation, can form 
an adequate idea of what passed in his heart. In no re- 
spect probably is justice more even-handed than in the dis- 
tinction she makes in the degree of suffering whtch she in- 
flicts on the exalted and the mean offender; yet the world 
gencrally overlooks, or is unconscious of the circumstance, 
and thus hurls its anathemas at the head of the noble delin- 
quent, loudly proclaiming that a double vengeance is his 
due, when, unseen by every cye, and outwardly escaping 
even the merited reward of his crimes, he is receiving a 
punishment almost more severe than the imagination can 
auggest. The poor man transgresses, and is wretched in 
proportion to his guilt, but his perceptions are probably nei- 
ther acute, nor his feelings alive to circumstances or situa- 
tions: but not so him who fills a more elevated station in 
life; education and society have taught him ideas, which 
goad his mind to agony under the consciousness of error, 
point every reproof, awaken reflections of the bitterest na- 
ture, and convert the gifts of fortune into instruments of 
torture. 

Many times through the day did De Courcy resolve upon 
retracting his engagement, and as often urge to himself that 
such a step was impossible, that it was only for once, and 
that, painful as was the alternative, he had better violate his 
vow, than expose himself to ridicule. 

No person, perhaps, could naturally be more temperate 
than De Courcy, but so generally is one vice the concomi- 
tant of another, that, long before the hour they had agreed 
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not given the latter circumstance a thought. When, therefore, 
on returning to the drawing-room, he beheld the different 
tables already prepared, he immediately comprehended the 
danger of his situation, and was hastily preparing to make 
a precipitate retreat, but, advancing towards him, ‘‘ De Cour- 
cy,” said the Earl, “I have heard much of your skill, and 
should like to prove it. What say you, will you accept my 
challenge?” ‘Oh! by all means, by all means!” cried several 
who were well acquainted with the parties; “it will be a 
most excellent match.” ‘‘ Allons, allons! then,” said Morton; 
“now, my boy, prove yourself worthy of your name, or old 
Clare shall disclaim you for ever.” The heart of. De Courcy 
was torn with conflicting emotions. Should he forfeit his re- 
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passed rapidly over his mind; the confused voices of the spec- 
tators bewildered him; he heard and saw nothing distinctly ; 
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Courcy shuddered! ‘“ Ono!” said he, “let us defer it; let 
us meet any where but——” ‘ Nonsense!” cried Morton; 
then whispering loudly, he added, ‘‘ You will not be contami- 
nated.” The general smile which followed this speech was 
too much for De Courcy to bear, and he instantly, though a 
pang of remorse wrung his heart as he spoke, agreed to mect 
his lordship wherever he pleased. 

It would not, perhaps, be an easy task to describe the 
sensations of De Courcy when be was once more at liberty 
in his own apartments to reflect upon the promise he had 
just given. Those only who, like him, have formed the 
strongest resolutions to conquer a prevailing passion, and 
who, like him, have, in spite of the remonstrances of reason, 
virtue, and conscience, again yielded to temptation, can form 
an adequate idea of what passed in his heart. In no re- 
spect probably is jastice more even-handed than in the dis- 
tinction she makes in the degree of suffering whtch she in- 
flicts on the exalted and the mean offender; yet the world 
gencrally overlooks, or is unconscious of the circumstance, 
and thus hurls its anathemas at the head of the noble delin- 
quent, loudly proclaiming that a double vengeance is his 
due, when, unseen by every cye, and outwardly escaping 
even the merited reward of his crimes, he is receiving a 
punishment almost more severe than the imagination can 
suggest. The poor man transgresses, and is wretched in 
proportion to his guilt, bat his perceptions are probably nei- 
ther acute, nor his feelings alive to circumstances or situa- 
tions: but not so him who fills a more elevated station in 
life; education and society have taught him ideas, which 
goad his mind to agony under the consciousness of error, 
point every reproof, awaken reficctions of the bitterest na- 
ture, and convert the gifts of fortune into instruments of 
torture. 

Many times through the day did De Courcy resolve upon 
retracting his engagement, and as often urge to himself that 
such a step was impossible, that it was only for once, and 
that, painful as was the alternative, he had better violate his 
vow, than expose himself to ridicule. 

No person, perhaps, could naturally be more temperate 
than De Courcy, but so generally is one vice the concomi- 
tant of another, that, long before the hour they had agreed 
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upon to meet, he had so far exceeded his usual quantity 
of wine, as to feel an elevation of spirits perfectly unusual 
to him. ‘True as he was to his appointment, his lordship 
was there before him. A much larger sum was proposed on 
the issue of the game than he either approved of, or ex- 
pected; but the same false shame which had at first con- 
quered his reluctance now again kept him silent. He had 
not calculated upon the probability of his losing; great, 
therefore, was his chagrin when he saw he had no chance 
of success, and that his lordship for this time was consider- 
ably the conqueror. Stung with mortification, as well as 
conscious of the difficulty which would attend the payment 
of such a considerable debt, he hesitated not to try his for- 
tune again, in the hope both of retrieving his loss, and of 
regaining his pretensions of superior skill, and, unhappily 
probably for him, succeeded beyond his hopes. Elated with 
success, and flushed with the wine which he had so pro- 
fusely taken, all further consideration was banished; the al- 
ternate state of repentance and transgression which had 
lately tormented him was far too painful to endure long, 
and having once overcome the barrier which he had placed 
before him, he found it henceforth the least trouble to 
drown reflection, and persist in the ruinous course he had 
so lately adjured, and, readily yielding to every fresh 
temptation, he was, from this evening, a constant visitor 
at the gaming-table. He played at first with considerable 
success; but at the time he left London, he had incurred 
debts to a very serious amount, and had become as attached 
to the fatal vice of his former years, as he had ever been, 

It was not, however, without sensations of pleasure that he 
found himself on his return to Westbrook, though they were 
alloyed by reflections of the most painful nature, among 
which, the idea of meeting the eye of his Agnes was most 
poignant, and gave a pang to his bosom which he could 
neither conquer nor repress, but the actual sight of his own 
home recalled only one feeling of delight; he redoubled his 
horses’ speed, and, with trembling impatience, sprang from 
bis carriage. 


(To be continued, ) 
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THE BOARDING HOUSE; 
oR, 
@utlines of Character. 


BY DAVID DELINEATE, Esq. 





TO THE EDITOR. 
Sir, 


As you have most obligingly expressed your willingness to 
accept my periodical offerings, I shall, without circumlocu- 
tion, proceed to give you an account of the present inmates 
of this bustling mansion, where every thing is conducted 
on a liberal scale, and where the utmost possible attention is 
paid to decoruin and good breeding. Mrs. Varnish, the fair 
proprietor, is a widow lady, not much past her meridian of 
beauty, of agreeable manners, and, bating a few peculiari- 
ties, possessed of many domestic virtues: her late husband is 
the constant theme of her discourses. By her way of repre- 
senting things, it should appear, that she never opposed his 
will in any one instance; but I have heard some of her neigh- 
bours assert, that he was one of those placid souls who 
never have a will of their own; but so long as they 
can have a good dinner ready when they want it, seldom 
trouble their families with their company beyond the hours 
of meals. Mrs. Varnish is moreover fond of talking of her 
present desolate state, which subjects her to constant impo- 
sitions and inconveniences, from which it may readily in- 
ferred, that she would bave no objection to change it, should 
any one be inclined to put the proposal to her. 

Our party consists of nine persons, besides the hostess. 
Mr. Fairfax, a gay evergreen of fifty-six, posscssed of an in- 
exhaustible fund of small-talk for the ladies, politics for the 
gentlemen, and sweetmeats for the children. Without being 
deeply read, his information is tolerably extensive, while bis 
experience and knowledge of the world give weight to his 
opinion, and serve to render him a sort of oracle among 
jhe mere common-place people who assemble here every day, 
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With natural acuteness of perception, and habitual atten- 
tion to the habits and observations of those with whom he 
associates, he finds it no difficult matter to discover the weak 
side of any onc, and though such a talent may prove a 
dangerous weapon when employed in the more serious con- 
cerns of life, it is one which enables him to render himself 
peculiarly agreeable to those with whom he has but a slight 
intercourse; in fact, he isa general favourite with the females, 
and I cannot but suspect that Mrs, Varnish has some more 
powerful motive for asking his opinion on every occasion, and 
filling his plate with the choicest morsels, than the ostensible 
one of deference to age. However, it is no business of mine, 
though I am forced to put up with the leg of a partridge 
when he has the breast ! 

Mr. and Mrs. Somerset occupy the next seats at table; the 
former a rough, unpolished, good-natured fellow, who, in 
pleasing his eye only, when he made choice of a wife, dis- 
pleased all his relations. Mrs. Somerset, raised from an ob- 
scure situation to a post of gentility, is so completely out 
of her sphere, that she can neither walk, talk, nor dress, na- 
turally. The fear of uttcring a vulgarism, keeps her almost 
wholly silent, or when she does acquire sufficient courage to 
speak, causes her to screw up her mouth and cast down 
her eyes with such a languishing air, that one is apt, at 
first sight, to mistake for affectation what is, in fact, the ef- 
fect of timidity and embarrassment. To dress well, is, in her 
idea, the ne plus ultra of perfection, and in this art she cer- 
tainly excels, much I suspect to the injury of her husband’s 
pocket, who, nevertheless, enjoys one consolation, namely, 
that of being able at any time to purchase his peace by a 
new gown or a trinket. 

Mrs. Godolphin is a fat fishmonger’s wife, rich enough, to 
be sure, but vulgar, illiterate, and ill-bred; perfectly self-satis- 
fied, she takes no pains to disguise herself, but never doubt- 
ing that money must command respect, she tries to awe 
every one into silence by an imperious, “ I knows better nor 
that? “TI hates people who is afeard to speak their mind.” 
“<I never troubles my head about what nobody says, not J.” 
She is come to this place on purpose to place her daughters 
at a boarding-school, where they are to be taught “ all man- 
ner of complishments, but the poor dears are not to be bored 
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with larning,” as they will bave plenty of money, and must 
remain at school till they are old enough to be married. 
Yet with all this ostentation of wealth, she cannot lose sight 
of early habits of economy, and will strike a harder bargain 
than the poorest shopkeeper’s wife. 

Lieut. Dormer, a half-pay naval officer, is about twenty- 
five years of age, not handsome, but of an agreeable coun- 
tenance, and perfectly at ease with himself; shrewd and sa- 
tirical, he scruples not to play upon the fuibles of others, 
though haughtily indignant at any attack upon his own; 
pertinaciously obstinate in argument, and withal too proud 
to stoop to meanness, yet too poor to support the conse- 
quence he would fain maintain, 

Miss Oldham, a maiden lady with a limited income, who 
is here for the benefit of her health, is a pleasant, intelli- 
gent woman; she has under her care a young niece, who is 
in her fifteenth year, and whom she treats with affection truly 
maternal ; as there are some particulars rather interesting in 
this lady’s history, I shall make it the subject of a future 
paper; at present I must confine myself to mere outline, The 
last, but not least worthy of notice, is a young heiress placed 
under the protection of Mrs. Varnish, by her guardians; and 
if good sense, sweetness of temper, and unassuming gentle- 
ness of manners, are allowed to be admirable qualities, Emi- 
ly Mayfield possesses every claim to admiration. Peculiar cir- 
cumstances have concurred to place her in a situation rather 
hazardous, as she must be unavoidably exposed to the ad- 
dresses of needy adventurers and crafty speculators, but it is 
to be hoped, that the artless Emily will be proof against all 
snarés which may be laid for her person or fortune, and 
ultimately find a sincere friend and protector in one who 
will have judgment to appreciate her worth, and liberality 
enough to despise the prejudices of ignoranee and malevo- 
lence: but of her more hercafter. The dinner-bell rings, 
and.I must lay aside my pen. 


Iremain, sir, 
Your obedient servant, 
D. D. 


VOL, XI1.—. D 
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THE SPIRIT OF HISTORY; 
oR, 
Wistorical Essays 
ON GREAT EVENTS RESULTING FROM MINUTE CAUSES. 


(Continued from page 272, Vol. XI.) 





The beauty of a young Turk residing at Antioch, occasions cruel 
hostilities between France and England, 


A PILGRIM from Amiens armed Europe against Asia. The 
Christians, excited by him, undertook to drive away the Ma- 
hometans from the Holy Land, where the mystery of the Re- 
demption was accomplished. Piety suggested the project, 
but prudence directed not its execution. The chiefs, forget- 
fal of their original design, only thought of making conquests, 
and their undisciplined soldiers, of pillage and massacre. 
They who proved successful became objects of hatred and 
jealousy tothe rest. The Christians, on account of their im- 
prudence and divisions, afforded to the Mahometans the fa- 
cility of recovering Palestine. At length, finding themselves 
threatened with entire ruin, they solicited succour from Eo- 
rope. St. Bernard preached another cruzade. Louis le Jeune, 
King of France, and many more, after the example of the 
king, assumed the cross. It has been affirmed that St. Ber- 
nard, who had provided an immense quantity of crosses, 
one day, as he was preaching at Vezelai, in Burgundy, distri- 
buted such a number, that he was obliged to cut more out 
of his gown, without even then having sufficient. He next 
passed into Germany, and persuaded the Emperor Conrad III. 
also to assume the cross. 

The princes began their march, and had myriads of fol- 
lowers. A distaff and spindle were sent to those who refused 
to go and fight the enemies of religion. Elcanor of Guienne, 
either through partiality or decorum, wished to follow her 
husband. Louis of France reached Constantinople in the 
beginning of October, 1147, where Manuel Comnene, the 
Greek emperor, received him with a magnificence due to hig 
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rank. He next crossed the Hellespont, routed an army of 
Musselmen on the banks of the Meander; but he divided 
his forces, was beat, and was obliged to retreat to Antioch, 
of which Raimond, uncle to Eleanor, was Sovereign at the time. 

The queen of France, struck with the beauty of a young 
Tork, named Saladin, who had turned Christian, and resided 
at the court of Raimond, entreated Louis to continue at Antioch, 
to recruit himself after the fatigues of war. The more she saw 
of this Saladin, the more she became enamoured. Unable, 
onthe one hand, to check her passion, aware, on the other, 
thather rank imposed too much respect on the young Turk 
for him to presume making a declaration of the sentiments 
she might have inspired him with, she determined to make 
him such advances as would remove his timidity. At length, 
Saladin understood her meaning, and she completely gained 
her end. 

While Eleanor was thus alleviating the ennui of a tedious 
and unsuccessful journey, she dreaded returning to France, 
whither her paramour could not follow her. In order to 
delay her departure, she would listen to her uncle Rai- 
mond, who felt for her something more than friendship. Rai- 
mond, actuated by his passion, several times detained Louis, 
who wished to depart; but at last this monarch, grown sen- 
sible how essential his presence in France was to his interest, 
returned, in spite of Raimond’s solicitations; and the queen 
was compelled to sacrifice her lover to her duty, and to 
part with him. 

Eleanor, notwithstanding ber precaution, had not been 
able to conceal her conduct from every observer. Some 
courtiers were so indiscrect as to-reveal*to Louis that which 
he ought never to have known. The prince feeling himself 
degraded, caused his marriage to be annulled under a pre- 
tence of relationship, and restored her portion, which, in all 
probability, he was not able to retain. 

Henry II. King of England, less delicate than Louis, 
thought there was mo disgrace to become the husband of 
4 princess who had for her portion Gaienne and Languedoc; 
and he married Elcanor. By this means, he found himself 
to be master of Eng'and, Normandy, Maine, Anjou, Tou- 
taine, Languedoc, and Guienne. Excited by his wife, and 
emboldened by his power, he waged war against Louis. His 
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succesors, after his example, were almost continually at war 
with the kings of France. Who could have thought that 
the amours of a young Tark, residing at Antioch, would oc- 
easion a million of French and English to be mowed down 
by the sword? 


Edward the Confessor, King of England, on account of his 
making a vow of chastity, ts the occasion of England being 
conquered by the Normans. 


Tue Britains, who for a long time had resisted the efforts 
of the Romans, were easily subjugated by the Anglo-Saxons. 
These, in their turn, were subdued by the Danes. Canute the 
Great, conquered England in 1017; the Anglo-Saxons at the 
time were treated so cruelly, that an Englishman, upon meet- 
ing a Dane, was forced to stop until the Dane had passed 
by. After the death of Hardi-Canute, in 1041, the Anglo- 
Saxons shook off the yoke of the Danes, and conferred the 
crown on Edward, surnamed the Confessor. This prince was 
weak, indolent, and incapable of supporting a wavering throne. 
The grandces of the kingdom daily increased im power at the 
expence of the sovereign. 

A certain earl, of the name of Goodwin, or Godwin, was 
more dreaded and considered than the king himself. It was 
he who punished, and who dispensed favours. His immense 
riches enabled him to make exorbitant expences, and to 
attach to his person a number of individuals, who consulted 
their interest alone. 

Edward was sensible of this earl being a dangerous anta- 
gonist, but he had not firmness sufficient to use bis autho-~ 
rity against his ambitious subject: he hated, but was afraid 
of him; in short, he carried weakness so far, as not to dare 
refusing to bestow his hand on Editha, his daughter, although 
he did not love her. Edward even, in order that Goodwin 
should not know of his aversion towards his daughter, bor- 
rewed the aid of religion, and made a vow of chastity. ‘Tho 
wary Goodwin had guessed at the sentiments of the king; 
but he availed himself of his dissimulation to advance his 
own credit; and far from being offended at Edward’s indif- 
ference for his daughter, he viewed it, on the contrary, as a 
certainty of his duture greatness, as he flattered himself that 
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the king leaving no heir, he might get possession of the 
crown after hia demise. af 2 

England at that time had a formidable ne‘ghbour; this 
was the famous William, Duke of Normandy, son to Robert 
le Diable, and of the daughter of a furrier of Falaise, named 
Harlote. This name, which was that of Charlotte badly 
pronounced in those barbarous days, was mistaken by the 
English to mcan a prostitute, as they wished to brand with 
infamy the mother of a man who treated them with the ut- 
most rigour. They, by way of derision, called William the 
son of Harlot; by degrees, they accustomed themselves to 
call illegitimate children sons of Harlot. 

William, who in Lis father’s life time was acknowledged as 
lawful heir to the Duchy of Normandy, knew, by dint of his 
courage and abilities, how to resist all who pretended to 
dispute his inheritance, and kept all his neighbours in awe. 
Upon hearing of what had taken place in England, he crossed 
over to ascertain the forces of the country, and whether the 
discontent of the king, and the ambition of the earl, might 
not afford him an opportunity of seizing upon thé crown of 
England. When arrived at the court of London, he con- 
trived to gain the confidence of the king, and to learn from 
hisown mouth the situation of affairs in England. Edward 
acquainted William how much he hated Goodwin, and with 
his apprehensions of the earl, or his children, taking posses- 
sion of the crown after his death. ‘The Duke of Normandy 
having heard so much, proposed to Edward to adopt him, 
and promised to exert his utmost efforts to counteract Good- 
win’s project. In short, the cunning Norman knew how to 
disguise his ambition under an appearance of friendship, and 
imposed upon the weak and credulous Edward, ‘so: as -to 
persuade him that all his projects proceeded from the wish 
tf calming his fears, and seconding his desires. He obtained 
all he asked for, and returned to Normandy, to make ‘such 
Preparations as were requisite for the fulfilment of his designs, 

Some writers have affirmed, that Edward made a will in 
favour of the Duke of Normandy; but it appears that this 
will, whether it ever existed or not, was a pretence which 
William availed. himself to. assume the sovereignty of :Eng- 
land, and that the disturbances which prevailed.in the coun- 
try were the only motives that induced him to attempt so 

v3 


3% THE LADIES’ MONTHLY MUSEUM. 
ed 
bazerdous an enterprize. There is no probability he would 
have ventured, if he had not had a party formed in the 
island. The Danes, who were very numerous, and who saw 
with chagrin the descendants of Canute deprived of the 
erown, and the Anglo-Saxons to have re-ascended the throne, 
most likely promised to second William, who was of Danish 
extraction. ‘ 
: After the death of Edward, which took place soon after, 
the English unanimously proclaimed Harold, the son of Good- 
win, who had died before Edward. William hastened to 
eollect his troops, embarked at St. Valery, landed on the 
coast of Sussex, and defeated and killed Harold at the battle 
of Hastings. The conqueror next marched to London, whcre 
he was proclaimed king. 

( To be continued. ) 





ANECDOTE OF HIS LATE MAJESTY. 


‘Tus king had. bespoke from Ramsden, the celebrated op- 
tician, an instrument which he was peculiarly desirous to 
obtain; he had allowed Ramsden to name his own time; but, 
asusual, the work was scarcely begun at the period appointed 
for delivery; however, when it was finished, he took it down 
to Kew, in a post-chaise in a prodigious hurry; and driv- 
ing up to the palacc-gate, he asked, if His Majesty was at 
home. ‘The pages and attendants in waiting expressed their 
surprise at such a visit; he, however, pertinaciously insisted 
upon being admitted, assuring the page, that if he told the 
king that Ramsden was at the gate, his Majesty would soon 
shew that he would be glad to see him. He was right; he 
was let in, and was graciously received. His Majesty, after 
examining the instrument carefully, of which he was really a 
judge, expressed his satisfaction; and turning gravely to 
Ramsden, paid him some compliment upon his punctuality. 
“T have been told, Mr. Ramsden,” said the king, “that you 
are considered to be the least punctual of any man in Eng- 
Jand; you have brought home this instrument on the very day 
that was. appointed ; you have only mistaken the year. 
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REVIEW OF NEW WORKS. 





WINTER NIGHTS; or, Fire-side Lucubrations, By NATHAN 
Drake, M.D. author of Literary Hours, &c. &c. In two 
volumes, octavo. 


Tris work consists of Essays, partly illustrative of the 
love and pleasures of home, and partly critical, and of a tale 
of the seventeenth century, called Kirton Priory, or, The Bur- 
tons and Bellerdistons. The Essays are worthy of Dr. Drake’s 
high reputation. We have scarcely ever been more delighted 
than with those on the love and the pleasures of home; the 
subject is peculiarly in unison with English feelings, and 
the truth, tenderness, and felicity of expression with which 
the author has depicted the comforts of the social fire-side, 
must make their way to the hearts of his readers; nor has 
be neglected conjuring up a host of delightful and familiar 
recollections, to impress upon the mind, thus softened in 
contemplating its blessings, the divine source from whence 
these blessings flow; and this is done ina strain of rational 
piety, which renders the work an improving, as well as de- 
lightful, winter night’s companion. 

The critical Essays are very well written; they are, in fact, 
as creditable to the heart as to the talents of the author; par- 
ticularly those on Leydon’s “‘ Scenes of Infancy,” and Bird’s 
“Vale of Slaughden;” in the first, the Dr. shews a generous 
anxiety to do justice to departed genius; and in the last, to 
direct the public attention to living talent, which, obscured 
by more imposing, but not, perhaps, more deserving claims, 
is incomparably little known. 

The language of the tale is extremely elegant, particularly 
the descriptive part, but the characters are not sketched with 
the vigour we should have expected from this author; nor 
are the incidents sufficiently varied or striking to arrest our 
attention very strongly. We guess at the catastrophe almost 
from the beginning; and this, ina great degree, destroys the 
interest of the narrative. We present our readers with a few 
extracts from the Essays, and wish our limits had allowed us 
to bave made them longer, but that is impossible. 
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“ When all without is wrapped in darkness, and the freez- 
ing blast howls cager for entrance round your dwelling, with 
what enjoyment do its inmates crowd to the cheerful hearth, 
and as the flame glows brighter on their cheeks, listen, with 
a sensation of self-gratulating security, to the storm that 
shakes their solid roof. It is here that the power of con- 
trast is experienced in all its force; not only in reference 
to the exposure, fatigues, and hazards, which may have been 
incurred ere the day-light closed; but imagination is at work 
to paint the lot of those less fortunate than ourselves, and 
who, still exposed to all the horrors of the storm, feel the 
bitterness of their destiny augmented by intrusive recollec- 
tions of domestic ease and fire-side enjoyments.” 


. * * * . * * . * . 


“It is seldom also that the solitade of a winter’s fire-side 
fails to recall the memory of our departed friends, whether 
these are but transiently fled, or, as to this world, .ir- 
recoverably gone. They come before us clothed in the love- 
liest light that fancy and affection can throw round them, with 
all their virtues registered in our hearts, and all their sins 
forgotten. It is an occupation in the highest degree favour- 
able to every moral and social feeling; for it is a tribute not 
only to departed worth, but it tends powerfully to augment 
our attachment to those whom Providence has spared to our 
declining years, Even to him who stands alone in the world, 
whose domestic circle, and whose dearest friends have long 
since vanished in the grave, even to him shall the sober twi- 
light of a winter evening’s fire prove a luxury of no common 
kind, as inducing those pleasingly mournful ideas, those 
tender recollections, and consolatory hopes, which no other 
season or situation is so well calculated to afford. How 
awful, yet, at the same time, how grateful it is to reflect, 
that we are rapidly approaching to the hour which our be- 
loved friends have so latcly passed;.an hour which, though 
it usher us into an unknown state of being, will, there is 
every reason to believe, restore us to the society of those 
who formed our purest happiness on carth, and -who are well 
prepared to assist in its completion ropnd the throne.of.God.”. 
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Extract from the concluding Essay. 


“Witu the love of home, therefore, whether under actual 
enjoyment, during a temporary absence, or when returning to 
it, are connected so many of the purest pleasures, and best 
virtues of our common nature, that in proportion, we may 
afirm, ag it shall be valued or cherished, wil! the individual 
be happy in himself, and useful to others. It is, indecd, the 
most permanent solace and comfort in every period of life: 
powerfully is this felt to be the case in youth and old age; 
but in the vigour of our days, when the sterner passions pre- 
vail, when the man is too often absorbed in the pursuit of 
wealth and power, the modest virtues of domestic life are 
apt to be slighted and forgotten; and as, if ever the heart 
become totally estranged to the simple pleasures which spring 
from a love of home and its endcaring duties, there must 
the wreck of happiness be complete, it is in the highest de- 
gree incumbent on those who are passing this dangerous 
stage of our pilgrimage, to foster and cherish with peculiar 
avidity that spirit of local attachment which formed the charm 
and shield of their earlier years, and without which, as in- 
cluding all the ties and affections of love and affinity, neither 
peace, nor morality, nor religion, can exist.” 


GERALDINE; or, Modes of Faith and Practice. A tale, in 
three volumes, 12mo. 


AT a time when the works of fiction form so large a por- 
tion of the reading, even of those young ladies, who, in for- 
mer days, would have. been guarded by mammas and grand- 
mammas as carefully from novels as from infection, we see with 
pleasure the appearance of.a tale which may be put into a 
youthfal hand, not only without danger, but with a rational 
hope that its contents will make a favourable impression on 
the side of virtue. To this high degree of praise the novel 
before us is entitled; it is. evidently the work of an author 
who anites talent to sound judgment and true Christian prin- 
ciples. The story is onc of domestic life, related with much in- 
terest and simplicity; its principal characters well supported 
and the language throughout spirited, correct, and often 
elegant, 
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The author has traced, in a very natural and striking 
manner, the evils which may, and, unfortunately, every day’s 
experience convince us too often do, flow from neglecting 
to impress a due sense of the importance of religion on the 
docile minds of youth, The Mowbray family present a me- 
-lancholy, but just, picture, of the miseries which flow from 
the want of religious principle. Mr. Mowbray is uncommonly 
well drawn; his dry humour and sarcastic coolness, are hap- 
pily opposed to his wife’s lively badinage and piquant rail- 
lery. The unfortunate Fanny is very spiritedly depicted, and 
the good, but unobtrusive Maitland, is well contrasted with 
the dogmatical and pharisaical Vincent; in whom, as well as 
Miss Wentworth, the author has judiciously shewn the eflects 
of religious zeal unaccompanied by charity, and unregulated 
by judgment. 

The character of the heroine is: not striking, but it is 
pleasing and natural. The influence which the habits of 
her dissipated relations gain over her mind, and her gradual 
return to those principles from which she had been for a time 
estranged, are well delincated. Montague Mowbray is a 
very poor creature, a mere inale coyuet, or at best a heartless, 
selfish coxcomb, who, fur a moment’s gratification to his va- 
nity, risks, without scruple, his own honour and the peace 
of others. We must observe, that there is a good deal of 
inconsistency in making Geraldine, who has been represented 
as so very deeply attached to him, slide imperceptibly into 
a quiet affection for Maitland, during the time that Mon- 
tague is performing the probation she has imposed upon 
him; fond, confiding, and innocent hearts, such as her’s is 
pictured, do not change thus suddenly. 

The author is wrong in representing Fanny as having 
eloped from her husband, as being received in the first 
French circles. Whatever may be said respecting the licen- 
tiousness of French manners, no such thing coald happen in 
reality. The toleration of our neighbours, in this respect, is 
pretty notorious; they will not object to receive a lady who 
is known to have a gallant, or, indeed, half a dozen gallants, 
provided her husband continue to countevance her; but if 
she once throw off his protection, and lead openly a life of 
infamy, she will be shunned as carefully in Paris as in Lon. 
don by all females of rank, who make any pretence to _re- 
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putation. We are neither admirers nor apologists of French 
manners, bat we do not think it either generous or just to 
paint them worse than they are. The conversation pieces, 
with which the work abounds, are, in general, very amusing. 
We are particularly pleased with the share Mr. and Mrs. 
Mowbray have in them. 





TRIVIAL POEMS and TRIOLETS. Written in obedience 
to Mrs. Tomkin’s.commands. By Patrick Carey, 20th 
August, 1651, 4to. 


We are told by the editor, Sir Walter Scott, that these 
Trivial Poems and Trio'ets, are the production of Patrick 
Carey, a bard of the seventeenth century, as staunch a ca- 
velier, and nearly as good a poet, as the celcbratcd Colonel 
Lovelace. The editor goes on to speak of them in terms of 
high praise; they are in general pretty, there is much play- 
fulness and ease of expression in the major part, and some 
striking thoughts are occasionally expresscd in the true lan- 
guage of poetry; but these passages are rare, and though 
the work may for once be perused with pleasure, we do 
not think it is at all likely to procure a niche in the Tem- 
ple of Fame, for the gallant cavelier to whom itis attributed. 


THE ORIENTALIST, or, Electioneering in Ireland. Yn three 
volumes, 12mo. 


Tuis is a lively work; the author paints, with some degree 
of truth and humour, the character of the lower Irish; but 
he is, nevertheless, too much inclined to caricature; his 
sketch of the Poultons, though ludicrous in a very high de- 
gree, is coarse and out of nature. And while we laugh at 
the blundering excuses sent by Mrs. Poulton’s neighbours 
to her dinner cards, we cannot forget that they could not 
have been written by Irish gentry. Liancharne has some 
good points about him. The unfortunate Murray claims our 
pity, but we must object to him in a moral point of view. 
The abruptness of the conclusion is displeasing; the hero 
and his fair mistress ought certainly to have been disposed 
of in some way or other. 
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THE ASTROLOGER; «a Romance ; 3 vols. 12mo. 


Tre author of this work informs us, in his preface, that 
“he possesses genius and information;” intelligence which 
cheered us with the hope that our critical task would be 
a light one. But, alas! we had not got through a dozen 
pages, before we found that this modest and conscientious 
gentleman had taken credit for qualities of which he does 
not, in truth, possess an iota. To begin with his “ informa- 
tion,” he introduced us into a convent, in which one of the 
monks is, with the consent of the Abbot, practising the art 
of astrology, which he does in the most ozen manner, although 
not only the art, but even the belief in it, is placed by the 
Church of Rome in the list of mortal sins! Next he pre- 
sents to us an Infanta of Spain, whom he has conveniently 
created for the purpose, who runs about without attendants, 
at all hours, and in all places, as freely as if she were the 
daughter of a British cobler. So much for Spanish court 
etiquette, and this too in the eighteenth century!! After these 
exquisite. specimens of his “ information,” he shews his 
“genius,” by the formation of a plot destitute of interest 
and probability, and characters in which there is not a 
single trait copied from nature. His hero, whom he re- 
peatedly assures us is extremely virtuous, and very much 
repected and beloved, assassinates his rival in the most cow- 
ardly manner, in order to get him out of his way; next, 
without any actual reason, stabs his mistress, or means to 
stab her, for his sister receives the wound, and then valiantly 
runs away to save his own life!! Hero’s “genius” with.a 
witness. To be serious, we should not have deigned to no- 
tice this abominable farrazo of stupidity and absurdity, were 
not its pages also distinguished by impiety. Happily, how 
ever, the poison carried its antidote along with it, and we 
trast no great mischief can possibly arise from it. 


The following works are just published—The Retreat; or, 
Sketches from Nature; a Descriptive Talc, by the author of 
Affection’s Gift, Hogg’s Winter Evening Tales, Poems: by 
Bernard Barton, and The Priory, or a Sketch. of the Wilton 
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Family. Italy and its Inhabitants in 1816 and 1817. Tra- 
vels in Sicily, Greece, and Albania, The Prophecy of Dante, 
a Poem, by Lord Byron, is in the pxess. 


The Second Part of SeLect BioGRAPHY, eontaming the 
Life of Bernard Gilpin, with a Portrait, and that of Bishop 
Latimer, will be ready in the course of the month of July. 
Also— 


THe Corracer’s Manuva, for the Management of his Bees, 
for every month in the year, both on the suffocating and de- 
priving system. By Robert Huish, author of the Treatise 
on the Management of Bees, Secretary to the Apiarian 
Society, &c. &c. 


in the press, and speedily will be published, Poputar 
OssERVATIONS ON Diet awp ReGimMenN: in which the natgre 
and qualities of our common food are pointed out and ex- 
plained ; together with practical rales and regulations in 
regard to health; adapted to various situations and circum- 
stances, from infancy to old age. Byj John Tweed, Surgeon, 
&c. Bocking, Essex. 

The want of a plain, simple treatise upon diet and ‘re- 
gimen, adapted to cases and circumstances of invalids and 
others, has long been felt and acknowledged. To supply 
in some measure, this deficiency, the following pages were 
compiled, that the valetudinarian might exercise his reason 
in the choice of his aliment in the absence of his physician or 
apothecary, and will form the most useful family companiop 
yet published. 


Speedily will be published, Roya Coronation Cains; 


a comic poetic effusion, with prose notes. By J. Bisset, esq. 
author of The Descriptive Guide of Leamington Priors, &c. &c. 


VOL. X11.—8. I. Ez 
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EPITOME OF PUBLIC AFFAIRS © 
FOR JUNE, 1820. i 





Nortuine has yet been done in Parliament towards the relief 
of our national distress; and certainly, present prospects are 
of a most gloomy description. Our national credit impaired, 
our trade almost annihilated, and our ministers still scattering 
the public moncy with the most senseless profusion: witness 
the sinecure recently bestowed upon Sir Walter Scott, and the 
pension of £550 to the Governor of Trinadad, merely because 
he had been five years in the War-office. 

In Ireland, commercial distress has arisen to such an alarm- 
ing height, that a great number of private banks have stopped 
payment in different parts of the country. Parliament have 
voted the sum of one hundred and cighty thousand pounds, to 
enable Ireland to avert for the present the calamity of a na- 
tional bankruptcy, to which she has been gradually advancing . 
ever since the ruinous measure of the union. We are at 
present, however, comparatively insensible to the alarming 
situation of our country, because one object engrosses at this 
moment the whole of the public attention; and that object is 
our Quecn: her situation, her magnanimity, and the probable 
termination of her wrongs and suffcrings, occupy us so wholly, 
that every thing else fades into comparative insignificance. We 
shall therefore endeavour, for the gratification of our readers, 
to give a brief, but accurate detail of the particulars respect- 
ing Her Majesty. 7 

We mentioned in our Epitome of last month, that Lady 
Anne Hamilton was waiting the arrival of the Queen at Dover. 
Lady. Anne was accompanied by Mr. Alderman. Wood, and 
they proceeded together to meet Her Majesty at Monthard. 
The Queen was evidently much gratified by their presence, 
and lost no time in proceeding towards England, though every 
obstacle was thrown in the way of her journey by the French 
government. Will it be credited, that the Queen of England 
eould not even procure a change of horses? yet such, in many 
imstances, was the case. At one of the towns the postmaster 
actually ran away, and hid himself on her arrival; Her Ma- 
jesty’s journey was consequently much retarded by this yn- 
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worthy treatment. She reached St. Omer’s at last in safety, 
and here she- was joined:by Mr. Brougham, her legal adviser, 
who was accompanied by Lord Hutchinson, a nobleman, for- 
merly high in the confidence of Her Majesty, but at present, 
a devoted friend of the King. - Lord Hutchinson was the 
bearer of proposals from His Majesty and his Ministers; bat, 
strange to say, these proposals had been communicated te-his 

- lordship only verbally. The Queen, very properly, refused to 
teceive them otherwise than in writing; his Lordship accord- 
ingly specified, that His Majesty’s Ministers proposed that 
£50,000 a year should be settled upon the Queen for her life; 
conditionally, that she did not assume the style and title of the 
Queen of England, did not reside in any part of the United 
Kingdom, or even visit England ; she was explicitly threatened 
that if she did, a message would be immediately sent to Pac- 
liament, and that there would be an end at once to all com- 
promise and negociation. 

The moment Her Majesty had read the proposals, she 
issued orders for her departure, declaring, that it was in 
London, and in London only, that she would consent to 
consider any proposals of the King of England. Nay, #o firm 
was she in this magnanimous resolution, that she declared that, 
rather than delay her voyage, she would put to sea in an-open 
boat. Before she went, she desired Mr. Brougham to let Lord 
Hutchinson know that it was quite impossible for her to listen 
to such a proposal ; and so little idea had Lord Hutchinson of 
her departure, that he wrote to inform Her Majesty, he would 
senda courier to England for farther instructions, provided she 
would say whether any part of his proposal was acceptable. - 

When Her Majesty reached Calais, the English residing in 
that city wished to wait upon her with an address: the Mayor 
prevented this public demonstration of their respect; but, as 
far as they possessed the power, they shewed their attachment 
to Her Majesty, as indeed did alljthe English in any part of 
France through which the Queen passed. 

Her Majesty was received at Dover by the commandant of 
the garrison with a royal salute, and welcomed by an assem- 
bled multitude with an excess of enthusiasm, which we should 
vainly attempt to describe, A- deputation of the inhabitants 
waited upon her with a dutiful and loyal address, and her car- 
riage was drawn by the populace out of the town. . Every 
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where on her way she met with the same demonstrations of 
loyal devotion; the Magistrates and Aldermen of Canterbury, 
waited upon her with a congratulatory address; wherever she 
passed, all business was at an end, and every class of society 
seemed to feel it a sacred duty to welcome their Queen. At 
Sittingbourne, a number of clergymen were waiting in their 
full gowns and bands to pay their respects to Her Majesty, 
while the horses were changing. 

Her Majesty made what might well be called her triumphant 
entry into her capital on Wednesday, the 7th of June. No 
language can give an idea of the enthusiastic welcome which 
she met with from the multitude assembled to witness ber 
arrival; it seemed as if they were all animated by the same 
mingled sentiment of Jove, reverence, and admiration. The 
Queen was evidently touched by their generous devotion, and 
the deep feeling which they evinced for her situation. 

Her Majesty proceeded to the house of Mr. Alderman Wood, 
in South Aadley-street]; and in a few minutes after she had 
entered it, shewed herself in the balcony to the people, who 
testified their sense of her condescension by repeated cries of 
“Long live Queen Caroline!” They then dispersed. Many 
houses were illuminated that evening and the following one, 
in honour of Her Majesty’s arrival. 

On the 9th of June, Her Majesty removed to the House of 
Lady Anne Hamilton, 22, Portman-street, Portman-square. 

On the 6th of June, a message from the King was delivered 
to both Houses of Parliament; the purport of it was, that 
Her Majesty had, by coming to England, obliged His Majesty 
to call the attention of the House to certain papers relative to 
her conduct while abroad. <A sealed green bag, which con- 
tained these papers, was then delivered to the Lords, and a 
similar one to the Commons; after much discussion, the Up- 
per House agreed to select a Committee of fifteen Lords, to 
examine their contents. Her Majesty, on the 9th, sent a mes- 
sage to the House of Commons, praying for a full, fair, and 
open investigation of ber conduct; and deprecating, in the 
strongest terms, any secret enquiry. This message was re- 
ceived with cheers from all sides of the House. The business 
was not, however, gone into, because it appeared likely that 
aa amicable adjustment of the. matter might take place between 
the Royal parties. Hor Majesty stipulated on her part, that 
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her name should be inserted in the Liturgy,—that, in the event 
of her residence abroad, she should be introduced by: our 
ambassadors at foreign courts as the Queen of England,— 
and that, during her stay in England, apartments should be 
provided for her in one of the Royal palaccs.—With respect to 
money, Her Majesty desired it might be understood to form 
no part of the treaty. Ministers refused to accede to these 
demands ; but they consented to Her Majesty bearing the style 
and title of Queen of England; though they would not offi- 
cially recognize her as such on the Continent. They also of- 
fered her a Royal yatch, or a frigate, to convey her abroad; 
and they agreed to move an Address in both Houses of Parlia- 
ment, thanking the King and Queen for their gracious conde- 
scension, in complying with the wish of Parliament by ad- 
justing their differences. Her Majesty refused to treat, unless 
the points she stipulated for were conceded. It was expected 
that the business would then have been gone into, but it was 
farther postponed on the motion of Mr. Wilberforce, in the 
hope that the negociation between their Majesties might be 
renewed. 

June 23d, Mr. Wilberforce made his proposed motion, the 
substance of which was, That it was the opinion of the Com- 
mons, that Her Majesty would not compromise her honour by 
giving up the disputed points; on the contrary, she would give 
a new proof of the desire which she has been graciously pleased 
to express, to submit her own wishes to the authority of Par- 
liament; thereby entitling herself to the grateful acknowledge- 
ments of the House for sparing it the painful necessity ofa 
public discussion. 

We regret that our limits will not allow us to enter into the 
arguments used for and against this resolution. Mr, Brougham, 
Lord Archibald Hamilton, and Sir Francis Burdett, spoke with 
considerable energy against it. Lord Archibald Hamilton, 
in a most impressive and able speech, proposed that part of 
the resolution should be omitted, and that the House should 
express itself of opinion that the insertion of Her Majesty’s 
name in the Liturgy, would, under all the .circumstances of 
the case, be the most effectual method of sparing the House 
the painful duty of an investigation. This amendment was 
not, however, adapted; the original motion was carried bya 
majority of 269; and Mr. Wilberforce, Mr, Stuart Wortley, 

£3 
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Sir T. Ackland, and Mr. Bankes, were deputed to wait upon 
Her Majesty with the Address, at twelve o’clock, on the 
4th. Mr. Brongham was asked to accompany the deputation, 
but he very properly declined doing so. 

26th.—We have just time to state, that Her Majesty has 
declined, in the most clear, but mild and dignified manner, the 
request of the House of Commons; her own words on the 
occasion are so excellent, it would be an act of injustice not 
to quote them.—“ It would ill become me to question the 
power of Parliament, or the mode in which it may at any time 
be exercised; but, however strongly I may feel the necessity 
vf submitting to its authority, the question whether I will 
make myself a party to any measure proposed, must be de- 
cided by my own feelings and conscience, and by them alone. 
Asa subject of the state, I shall bow with deference, if pos- 
sible, without a murmur, to every act of the Sovereign’s 
authority ; but, as an accused and injured Queen, I owe it to 
the King, mysclf, and all my fellow subjects, not to consent 
to the sacrifice of any essential privilege, or withdraw my 
appeal to those principles of public justice, which are alike the 
safeguard of the highest and the humblest individual.” 

A very singular case came on at Guildhall, in the latter 
end of May. Hannah Smart, a woman of sixty-six, was 
charged with creating a disturbance at the door of Mr. 
Wright, a china-man, in Giltspur street. The old lady, in 
excuse, claimed Mr. Wright as her husband; she stated, 
that she had been married in 1774, at Nottingham, to one 
Edward Wright, who ran away and left her soon after the 
birth of a son. She afterwards heard that he was dead, but, 
nevertheless, she waited for fourteen years before she mar- 
ried again; at the end of that time, she espoused a man of 
the name of Smart, who is since dead. How or where she 
‘saw Mr. Wright, does not appear, but she wrote to him in 
January last, claiming him as her husband. Mr. Wright, 
who has a wife and family, absolutely denicd all knowledge 
of the claimant; he asserted that he never was in Notting- 
ham in his life, and offered to prove, by a reference to the 
parish register of St. Bride’s, that he was only six years old 
at the time when the supposed marriage took place. The old 
lady, however, obstinately persisted in her claim; nothing 
could convince her that he was not her husband; but her 
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son undertook to examine the parish register, by which the 
fact of Mr. Wright’s age could be proved. 

The late high winds have done great damage to vegeta- 
tion; and hundreds of poor persons have been thrown out 
of employment, in consequence of the lateness of the hay- 
harvest. 

The Court of Claims is at present very much occupied with 
the numerous applicants, both nobility and gentry, who claim 
to perform, either in person or by deputy, sundry offices at 
the coronation. 

On the 2nd of June, a person of the name of Hemmings, 
otherwise Hupper, was fined £200, by the Court of Excise, 
for selling to publicans a poisonous compound to adulterate 
beer. 

Mr. Hunt has addressed a letter, dated from Ilchester 
gaol, to the Reformers of the United Kingdom; he states, 
that he is in good health and spirits, and that he means to 
beguile the time of his imprisonment by writing his own life. 

The daughter of Mr. Ridgway, of Retford, a child of about 
two years old, fell out of a second-floor window; providen- 
tially her pinafore caught hold of a nail on the outside, and 
she hung suspended till she was drawn in by her father, with- 
out having sustained any injury. 

Two very singular instances of suicide have lately occurred 
in Somer’s-town. John Ayliffe, sixty years of age, after 
breakfasting with his family in apparent health and spirits, 
went up to his apartment, saying he would be down shortly ; 
some time afterwards, his daughter went to call him, and 
found him hanging from the iron-rod of the bed-tester, quite 
dead. At the same time, Arthur Boxall, a butcher, in the 
same street, was discovered hanging in his slaughter-house. 
It is remarkable, that these unfortunate men always lived 
in habits of the greatest intimacy. - 

June 16th. We regret to state, that some symptoms of 
insubordination have been lately manifested by the first bat- 
tallion of the 3rd regiment of Foot-guards, arising, it is said, 
from discontent at thcir removal from billets into barracks, at 
the King’s Mews, and the hard duty consequent upon the 
call for troops within this last weck. ‘Their lapse from duty 
was, however, only momentary, and they appeared sincerely 
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repentant for what had happened. They were marched im- 
mediately to Hounslow, and it appears, that they conducted 
themselves extremely well, both in leaving the town and 
since. 

During several days past, the inhabitants of the Kent- 
road have been much annoyed and alarmed by loud screams, 
which issued from the cottage of a woman of indifferent 
character, whose husband is now confined on a charge of 
forgery. The shrieks were continued for some days with 
little intermission, and, on the neighbours forcing their way 
into the place, they discovered three poor children lying in 
a corner of the room, ona straw pallet; the eldest was not 
more than eight years old; they were so exhausted with 
weeping and hunger, that the eldest could hardly walk to 
the window; they said, their mother was in the habit of 
going out in the morning, and not returning sometimes all 
night, but more frequently for two days together, during 
which time they were left locked up without food. The 
neighbours supplied them with victuals for two days, dur- 
ing which time, they kept a watch for the inhuman mother, 
who yeturned at two o’clock in the morning quite drunk. 
She has since disappeared; but the parish officers have 
taken the children into their care. 


THE DRAMA. 


DRURY-LANE THEATRE. 


A TRAGEDY, called Virginius, or The Fall of the Decemviri, 
was produced at this house in the beginning of June; no- 
thing favourable can be said of the piece itself; but the per- 
formers are entitled to very high praise. Kean’s Virginius 
was one of his happiest efforts; whether we view him as the 
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stern Roman, sacrificing: every tender feeling to preserve his 
honour, or the doating father, agonized at the perilous si- 
tuation of his child, he was equally successful. Mrs, W. 
West looked and played Virginia admirably; her scenes 
with Kean were particularly interesting. Rae’s Appius was 
very well conceived. The whole of the performers, in fact, 
exerted themselves to the utmost. 

June 19th. A serious opera, called David Rizzio, was acted 
for the first time; the main incidents are taken from Scottish 
history; but, in order to engage more strongly our pity for the 
unfortunate Rizzio, the author has represented him as the 
favoured lover of Lady Mary Livingstone, lady of the bed- 
chamber to the Queen of Scots, This style of opera is new to 
our stage, and not quite in unison with our feelings; a hardy 
Briton cannot sympathise with those sorrows which find vent 
in song; this national feeling must not, however, render us 
unjust. The language of the opera is always good, and, in 
some passages, highly poetical. The music does great credit 
to the taste and science of the composers; and the plot is 
interesting throughout. Braham gave the songs of Rizzio 
with even more than his usual effect; his acting also was 
much better than it is in general. The queen is not a very 
prominent character; but Mrs. W. West did all that could be 
done with it; she was graceful, dignified, and tender. Miss 
Carew, in Lady Mary Livingstone, sang very sweetly, and 
acted much better than we thought she could act; she sus- 
tained the character extremely well throughout, and delivered 
several striking passages in a manner so unaffectedly pathetic, 
as to call forth repeated applause. Hamblin’s Darnley was 
respectable. Rae played uncommonly well. The performance, 
on the whole, went off with eclat. 


| 


COVENT-GARDEN THEATRE. 


In the latter end of May, a new musical romance, called 
The Battle of Bothwell Brigg, was acted for the first time 
at this house. It is founded on Scott’s story of Old Mor- 
tality; the principal incidents of which are crammed into 
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this two-act -piece; the reader: will, therefore, perceive, that 
there is no want of incident or bustle; in fact, it was-all 
bustle: the events succeeded cach other so rapidly, that we 
had hardly time to ask ourselves whether we were tired or 
not. The music is pretty, and the performers did their pos- 
sible, Our recollections of the original story were, however, 
very much against some of them ; the high-souled, gallant, though 
relentless Claverhouse, for instance, was played by Connor, who 
is certainly not very well calculated for the representative of 
that chivalrous cavalier; nor was the Evandale of Daruset, a 
whit more in unison with our preconceived ideas of that un- 
fortunate nobleman. Major Billendere was very well played 
by Blanchard; and the Cuddie Heddrig of Emery was capital. 
The Balfour of Farley would have been good, if it had pos- 
sessed a little more nerve. Abbott’s Morton was very respect- 
able; and the gentle Edith had a most interesting representa- 
tive in Miss M. Tree, who sang, as well as acted, uncom- 
monly well. The piece was well received, and continues in 
favaur. 

June 9th. Mr. Macready appeared, for the first time, in 
Macbeth, for his own benefit. This was a daring, but suc- 
cessful effort; his conception of the character is perfectly 
original, and, in general, just. He displayed considerable 
energy and fecling in every part; his struggle to bend his 
mind to the murder of Dancan was admirable. We never 
heard the soliloquy beginning “Is this a dagger” more im- 
-pressively delivered. His last scene with the witches was 
also very finely played. We do not, however, pretend to 
say, that his performance was without faults, but, compared 
to its merits, they were trivial indeed. The piece was, upon 
the whole, very well cast, ‘ 
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THE 
MIRROR OF FASHION 


FOR JULY, 1820. 
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WALKING DRESs, 


A Rounp dress, composed of jaconaut muslin: the skirt is 
gored, and of a moderate fulness ; it is finished at the bot- 
tom by three flounces, pretty close to cach other. The body 
is plain; the waist rather long; the corsage reaches to the 
throat; but has no collar. The fronts are made to wrap, 
and are adorned with pufings of British net, which: are 
edged with Urling’s lace; long sleeve, of an easy width, 
finished at the hands with lace. The epaulette is very full ; 
and is composed of a mixture of muslin and net. The spen- 
ser worn with this dress is composed of purple gros de Na- 

5 the waist is long ; it is ornamented by rosettes on the hips. 
The collar is of a novel form, and very advantageous to the 
shape; it falls, in the pelerine style, on the shoulders, which 
has the effect of diminishing the length of the waist. The 
sleeve is of an easy width; it is finished at the bottom by 
a trimming of the same material; the epaulette is looped 
in the middle by a silk ornament to correspond. Head- 
dress, a bonnet, composed of pink and white soie de Londre ; 
the crown is low; the brin large, and stands a good deal 
out from the face; it is ornamented at the edge of the brim 
by a broad band of white satin; in the middle of which is 
laid a flat silk trimming. A bouquet of roses, mingled with 
wheat-ears, is placed in front of the crown, and a bow of 
Pink riband nearly at the back of the bead; it ties under 
thechin with pink strings. Lace ruff, made very full. Black 
kid shoes, and Limeric gloves, 


EVENING DRESS. 


A Rounp dress, composed of Urling’s net, over a white 
satin slip; the bottom of the skirt is trimmed with a fulness 
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of the same material, intermixed with points of zephercene. 
The corsage is long in the waist, and laces behind ; the back is 
plain, and moderately wide at top; but tapers very much at the 
bottom; it is a very decorous height all round the bust, 
which is ornamented with a leaf trimming of zephercene and 
net ; beneath this trimming, the bust is fancifully decorated with 
a fall of Urling’s lace. Short full sleeve, composed of zepher- 
cence and net, formed into lozenges. A white satin cestus, 
tied behind in|jbows and short ends, finished the dress. 
Head-dress, a small round hat, composed of white gros de 
Naples, ornamented with a profusion of white ostrich feathers, 
which are placed in front, partly upright and partly drooping. 
Necklace and ear-rings, pearl ; white kid gloves, and white satin 
shoes. We are inde}. ted to Miss Pierpoint, maker of the corset 
é le Grecque, No.9, Henrietta-street, Covent-Garden, for both 
these dresses. 

Muslin dresses are more generally worn for the promenade 
than they were last month, but silks are still a good deal 
seen, as are also figured tabincts. Although the silks are of 
a very rich texture, yet they have not a heavy appearance, 
because they are in general of light and uncommonly vivid 
colours. Waists have not increased in length since last month, 
we perceive, indeed, in some instances, that they are rather 
shorter. The skirts of dresses are rather more scanty, and 
they are trimmed in general very high; there is, however, 
little novelty in trimmings; those quilled in bands and set 
on lengthwise, about a quarter deep, are still very fashion- 
able for silk dresses; bouillonné of gauze is also in request; 
it always corresponds in colour with the gown; narrow flounces 
of the same material as the dress, set on very full, some- 
thing in the corkscrew style, are also fashionable; as are 
satin stars, or large leaves disposed at regular distances upon 
a fulness of gauze. 

Transparent bonnets begin to be a good deal seen in 
the promenade. We have noticed some very pretty ones 
composed of clear muslin and adorned with flowers. We 
observed the other day two sisters, young ladies of very 
high rank, whose walking-dress was, from its peculiar neat- 
ness and simplicity, worthy of the notice of our fair rea- 
ders. They wore high gowns of cambric-muslin richly em- 
broidered round the bottom in that sork of work which re- 
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sembles point lace: the front of the body was embroidered in 
the stomacher form, with work to correspond; a pointed pele- 
rine, which came only to the shoulder in front, but reached 
nearly to the waist behind, finished the back of the dress. 
The ruff was of rich work to correspond; it was open at the 
throat. The bonnet was of clear muslin, the front bouillonné, 
and « gcod deal in the calash shape; it was finished at the 
edge by a ruche composed of scolloped muslin; the crown very 
low, round at the top, and adorned round the middle with 
Spanish puffs. A small bunch of full-blown roses was placed 
on one side of the crown, and white strings tied it under the 
chin, 

Leghorn bonnets are not now so much worn as they were 
last month, those composed of silk or transparent materials 
being more fashionable. Flowers are as much in request as 
ever. 

Clear muslin and silks seem to be of nearly equal estimation 
in dinner-dress. Gowns are made in general to fasten behind; 
they are cut very low round the bust, and the sleeves are short 
and full. The corsage dla Sevigné, which, we must observe, 
is a French fashion, now some months old, is very much in 
favour; the lower part of this body is plain, the upper part 
has folds either of the same or of another material let in round 
the bust, these folds form the shape of the bosom in a very be- 
coming manner, but we think, spoil, in some degree, the form 
of the back. White satin or coloured gauzes are generally 
used to form the folds in silk or gauze dresses; in muslin gowns, 
they are either white satin or muslin. The trimmings of silk 
dresses consist of a mixture of satin with the same silk as the 
dress, or else satin and gauze, or satin and blond lace. Mus- 
lin gowns are trimmed with lace, or lace and work; there is 
also in general a mixture of satin in these trimmings. Sashes 
begin to decline in estimation; satin zones, fastened with bril- 
liant clasps in front, are now more fashionable in full dress. 
Fashionable colours are the sameas last month, with the ad- 
dition of straw-colour, purple, and damask-rose colour. 
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CABINET DES MODES DE PARIS. 1 


Frencu fashions are as much the subject of discussion among 
our lady subscribers, as French politics are among their fathers 
and husbands; and the former deliver their opinions on dress 

- with as much ardour and pertinacity, as the latter do their 
sentiments on public affairs. Our fair readers, may, in fact, 
with. reference to this subject, be very properly divided into 
two classes,—those who are warmly attached to the French 
style of dress, and those who condemn it altogether ; the first, 
by the bye, comprehends at Icast three-fourths of our é/égantes, 
The first party will te!l you that the French fashions are ex- 
quisitely becoming, tasteful, and elegant; that, in short, the 
French are the ouly naticn on earth who really understand the 
science of dress. ‘The opposite party assert that the contrary 


is the case, that the French fashions are glaring, inelegant, and ~ 


rather calculated to diminish than to increase the attractions 
of a pretty woman. 

I will begin by the most effectual mode of making converts, 
moderate concession. The French fashions are becoming to 
French women, because they know how to put them on to 
advantage; and they very often disfigure English beauty, be- 
cause they are usually made in a style’ which does not accord 
with its peculiar softness and delicacy ; so far, my. dear country- 
women, you are both right and both wrong; the one side in 
universally approving, the other in as totally condemning. 1 
profess myself a liberal in affairs of the toilet; and if you will 
attend to the monthly report which I shall have the honour to 
make to you, you will, 1 flatter myself, acquire pretty correct 
notions of what constitutes the becoming and the outre in the 
modes of our Gallic neighbours. 

We will begin, if you please, with a visit to the 

THUILLERIES, 
which, it is hardly necessary to tell you, is one of the most 
fashionable promenades in Paris; let us fancy oursclves sur- 
veying ‘the groupes of élégantes, scattered among its beautiful 
walks, Olserve the variety of head-dresses, and how admi- 
rably each is suited to the complexion of the wearer; the fair 
beauty, whose features are rather large, contrives to conceal 
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that-defect by partially shading them with a chapeax of blue 
gauze, Leghorn, or lilac silk, either of which is calculated to 
set off the whiteness of her skin:—it has a low crown, deco- 
tated with cogues, anglice, puffs of gauze, blond, or tulle; 
the brim is enormously large; .it may be worn plain, or else 
disposed in large deep plaits, or covered with what the French 
call bouillonné; this last is a comprehensivesort of word, by which 
the French milliners designate a variety of trimmings, that are 
always laid on full, but in different forms; the edge of the 
brim is a good deal trimmed ; it has perhaps, a very full ruche 
of blond tacked to the edge, and on the inside a small wreath 
of flowers, which cither correspond with the bonnet, or are of 
colour equally becoming to the wearer; the crown is adorned 
with a wreath or a large bouquet of flowers; the hat is tied at 
the side or under the chin bya rich riband, and it is a good 
deal drawn over the face. 

The bonnet of the brunette is of a white-rose colour, or. 
some other hue which is best calculated to set off adark com- 
plexion.—The brim of this bunnet is also very deep; but if the 
wearcr happen to have small features, she takes care that it 
shall be made so as to stand out a good deal from her face, and 
places it very far back upon her head. The brims of several 
bonnets turn up in a soft roll in the turban style ; this roll is 
always pretty large: bonnets decorated with it seldom have a 
trimming on the inside of the brim ; when there is an exception, 
a plaiting of tulle is used. 

If we look around the gardens, we shall sce, that at a little 
distance, the bonnets appear, generally speaking, to resemble 
each other in shape; but when we draw near, we perceive 
that there is some difference in the form of almost all the brims; 
some are square over the forehead, others are round; one is 
short and rounded at the ears, another is very deep and square, 
and a considerable number are made with one side of the brim 
so large as almost to conceal that side of the face, while the 
other is sloped in such a manner as entirely to display it; this 
variety is not the effect of accident or whim, it arises from the 
bonnet being adapted to the countenance of the wearer.—The 
edge of the brim is variously ornamented; some, as we before 
observed, have a great deal of trimming, others have only a 
gauze ruche, or a quilling of blond. Those ornamented in the 
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turban style never have any mixture of lace, and a good many 
are made without any trimming at all: this is particularly the 
case with those bonncts that the French call eapotes, which are 
now composed of cambric muslin, trimmed with the same, and 
made in a very plain style. The crown of the capote is in 
general something higher than those of other bonnets.—We must 
observe, that there is no fixed shape for the crowns of bonnets. 
Some are made like the crown of a man’s hat; others are of an 
oval shape ; those that are in the form of a melon, are considered 
very fashionable ; and there are others which resemble a punch- 
bowl. All, except the capotes, are ornamented with flowers, 
or ears of ripe corn; the latter are at present very fashionable 
for wreaths, as are also honeysuckles. Roses are always in 
favour, and most of the other flowers of the season are like- 
wise in estimation; they are worn in garlands and wreaths, 
and an attentive observer will soon see that they are always 
selected to suit the complexion. 

The rest of the dress is easily described: it consists at pre- 
sent of a high gown, made either of cambric muslin, or silk: 
the waist of the dress is very long; it fastens behind, and is 
peaked in front: and here, as in their head-dresses, the French 
belles shew that they know how to make the most of their 
charms; the stomacher displays the shape to the utmost ad- 
vantage in front; and if the lady is conscious that her figure is 
perfectly well proportioned, she wears no covering, not even a 
pelerine; if on the contrary, the shoulders do not fall grace- 
fally, or the back happens to be a little round, these defects 
are partially concealed by the pelerine, which at present is 
pointed before and behind; or by a light silk shawl. If the 
gown is coloured, the waist is encircled by a girdle of the same 
material, fastened in front by a steel clasp; if the dress is 
white, a sash of rich riband, tied in short bows and long ends 
behind, is used instead of the girdle. The parasol always 
corresponds either with the colour of the dress, or that of the 
sash; at present they are worn large. The shoes, or half-boots, 
are of leather, or silk, and white. Such, my fair readers, is the 
out-door dress of the Parisian égantes; next month, we shall 
seo how they are attired within doors. 
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THE 
APOLLONIAN WREATH. 


~<— 


A NATIONAL LOSS! 


Died, on the 20th of March, 1820, in Glamoreanshire, South Wales, of a vapid 
decline, occasioned by the bursting of a bloud vessel, Eaton Stannanp Ban- 
arrr, Esq. well known in the literary and political world as the author of 
“ Woman,” the “ Heroine,” ani all the “ Talents,” &c. There are few gen- 
tlemen whose private worth gained more esteem, or whose manners posscascd 
more attractions. 


TO THE MEMORY OF 
EATON STANNARD BARRETT, Ese. 


ADDRESSED TO THE LADIES OF THE UNITED KINGDOM. 
By MRS. S. HUGHES?. 


Ys fair! of every age, and every clime, 
Whose souls are charm‘d with eloquence of rhyme, 
Whose bosoms glow when melting numbers move, 
When Barrett sung your virtues and his love! 


The bard divine! whose fascinating lays 
Were consecrated to your sex’s praise, 
Who dared the rights of woman kind to scan, 
Proved her equality with lordly man; 
No more your youthful bard attunes his lyre, 
No more his bosom burns with attic fire, 
In manly prime, he meets the common doom, 
Your champion slumbers in the silent tomb. 


Peruse his work, ye British fair! and mourn, 
And twine the bays, with cypress, round his urn; 
Ye fair Hibernian maids! his work peruse, 

And sympathising join my mourning muse ; 





* Author of Friendly Visits from the Muse, &c. published in 1810, under 
the patronage of the late Richard Cumberland, Esq. to whom it is inscribed. 
F3 
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No more let melting music smoothly flow, 
But touch your harps to solemn sounds of woe! 
Fair Dames! let gratitude record his name, 
And place it first upon the roll of Fame! 


Inspir’d by Phcebus, he was first to raise, 
Symphonious numbers in your sex’s praise! 
He taught his sex to pay the homage due, 
And set your various merits full in view; 
Your graces, and your charms, his pen records, 
“Not form’d from dust,” like your imperious lords! 


Did virtue fire, or love his bosom warm? 
He homaged virtue in his Fanny’s form! 
“ Her lovely hand! the ardently-sought prize®, 
“ Her perfect features! her bewitching eyes! 
“ Her cheek of peachy tint, her forehead fair! 
“ Her beauteous dimples, and her clust’ring hair,” 
Inspired his matchless lays! For love alone 
Was all the inspiration he would own; 
For more her mental charms his bosom fired, 
Then all the outward graces he admired! 


Unhappy fair one! doom’d, alas! to prove 
The bliss short-lived of his exalted love! 


His Muse now mute, her silver lyre unstrung, 
No more by her will female worth be sung, 
No more the base seducer’s artful wiles, 

With which he thoughtless innocence beguiles, 
Be set in dread array! Who now will dare 
To raise the beacon high and say “ Beware!” 


Immortal bard! thy honoured name shall live, 
While female talent has a verse to give; 
Thy name for ever by our sex held dear, 
Cherish in thought, repeated with a tear! 
Too early lost!” the young exclaim with sighs— 
“ Too early lost!” the hoary dame replies; 
“« Suns will revolve, and circling years return, 
“ But never, never shall we cease to mourn.” 





© See the, farewell at the end of the Poem. 
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THE NINTH IDYLL OF THEOCRITUS, 
VERSIFIED FROM THE FRENCH. 


DapHnis—MENACLAS—AND A SHEPHERD, 


Daranis! begin the strain, for well you play, 

And sweet can sing the shepherd’s simple lay ! 
Daphnis begin, nor, coy, thy friend deny; 

And thou, Menaclas, taneful swain! reply: 

Yet ere you sing, the lowing herds collect, 

And from the angry bulls the gentler steers protect ; 
Their mothers near the tender calves may broure, 
And crop at will the herbs and verdant boughs. 
Daphnis, begin ; for well I love thy stratn, 

Nor less Menaclas charms the list’ning swain. 


Daranis. 


Soft is my flute, and soft the shepherd’s lays, 
And soft my voice, when yon lov’d herds I praise, 
Where the fresh stream in eddies glides away, 
On whitest heifer skins serene I lay,— 

While grazing peaceful by the mountain’s side, 
The wind o’erthrew my cattle, and they died; 
Now I no more regard bright summer’s fires, 
Than youthfal lovers their upbraiding sires. 


MENACLAS, 

A charming grot, in rocky Etna’s side, 
Forms my retreat; I there in peace reside, 
When sable night and dreams the weary bless, 
Noble and rare the treasure I possess ;- 
My flocks unnambered crop the flow’ry plains, 
And wanton steeds, whose neck the yoke disdains, 
On the soft fleece luxuriously I rest, 
‘With oaken logs my savoury meals are drest ; 
With beech well dried, a lofty pile I raise, 
And cheer chill winter with its genial blaze, 
Nor more I heed the winds, nor frosts severe, 
Than ancient men do nuts when pulse is near; 
Pleas’d, I the youths and pastoral songs applaud, 
And give the tuneful pair a meet reward. 
Daphnis, a club ne’er artist form’d so trae, 
The scion in my father’s woodlands grew ; 
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The other youth a shining shell I gave, 

Found on the shores that bound th’ Icarian wave; 

Its flesh of pearly hue, in shares I deal 

To my four friends, a rare and tempting meal. 
Menacias seiz’d the shell, the fields resound, 

The woodlands echo with the pleasing sound. 

Hail! pastoral Muses! hail! the tuneful swains! 

And hail! those songs with which I charm’d the plains, 
In times gone by; for long my rustic flute, 

And long my voice melodions, have been mute; 

The ants and grasshoppers in friendship herd, 

The kite rapacious loves his kindred bird; 

But I take pleasure in the tender song; 

O may the Muse to my low cot belong! 

Then should I hear, uncharm’d, deceitful Circe sing, 
Nor Hyblean honey heed, nor balmy breathing spring. 


ON THE DEATH OF AN OFFICER, 
WHO DIED IN THE WEST INDIES. 


Tuov art fall’n far from thy native land, 
Nota friend wept o’er thy grave, 

Not a laurel was planted to mark the spot, 
Where slumbers the fallen brave. 


Thou wert snatch’d from the world in thy early prime, 
And few now remain bebind, 

With so noble a heart and so great a soul, 
So gentle, so good, so kind. 


Thou didst fall in the land of the tyrant and slave, 
Far, far from the place of thy birth; 

Thou wert laid in the tomb by stranger hands, 
Far, far from thy native earth. 


Oh! far from the land where thy forefather’s dwelt, 
Thy warrior tomb appears, 
Bat thy memory is, in thy own lov’d soil, 
Embalm’d in affection’s tears. GENEVIEVE. 
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Fair Ellen’s age was just nineteen, 
When William came to woo; 

Such charms as her’s were seldom seen, 
Possessed alone by few. 


The lovely bloom upon her cheek, 
Ontvied the blushing rose ; 

In softest accents she could speak, 
And sweetest thoughts disclose. 


The brightest star the heavens display 
Could ne’er her eyes outshine, 

The subject of fall many a lay, 
By all esteem’d divine. 


But charms like these will often fade, 
And fate decreed it so, 

Pale sorrow crush’d this blooming maid, 
And caus’d the tear to flow: 


For William’s death untimely came, 
And never, never more 
Did Ellen bloom again the same, 
Or flourish as before. 3c. 


THE MAN OF GRIEF. 
Br J. M. LACEY. 


soenes 


Tue good man felt the pang of woe, 
And droop’d beneath its power ; 

His heart forgot delight’s pure glow, ey 
In misery’s mournful hour! 


He knew his bosom free from guile, 
And deem’d his fate unblest; 

For those who courted folly’s smile, 
Seem’d gay, with hearts at rest! 
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Oh! chide not Heaven, meek man of grief! 
Nor heed mad folly’s son! 
Mercy shall give ¢hy woes relief, 
When his wild course is run. 


Tis thus that man is ever tried ; 
*Tis thus his heart is known: 

By heav’n’s high dictates then abide, 
Nor ’gainst its chidings moan! 


= 


THE GIRL THAT I LOVE. 


Wuite others, of Britain the glory and pride, 
Augusta's gay beaut:es endeavour to prove, 

Thy name, gentle Sarum, shall sound far and wide, 
For thou art the home of * the girl that I love.” 


Tho’ Tempe her vine-clothed vallies may boast, , 
Or Saba the perfumes that flow from each grove; 
Thy shrubs scentless, Sarum, on me are not lost, 
For thou art the home of “ the girl that I love.” 


Her gems let Golconda, her gold let Peru, = 
Her garments Sidonis, with purple enwove ; 

Yet faint glows the colour of Sidon’s bright hue, 
Compar’d with the blush of “ the girl that I love.” 


What tho’ no green myrtles soft wave in in the gale, 
Or groves of sweet orange where Houries might rove; 
Thy flow’rets “ forget me not,” still shall prevail, 
For they blocm near the cot of “ the girl that I love.” 


It, led on by pleasure, amid the gay ball, 
Tho’ courted by many I graceful might move, 
I'd quit courts, kings, palaces, beauties and all, 
To dwell near the friends of “ the girl that I love.” 


And ah! should I ever chance Britain to leave, 
New friendships to form, o'er new climates to rove; 
Yet still the deep sigh my sad bosom wili heave, 
‘When I think of tle home of “ the gisl that I love.” 
April S0th. ALPHEUS. 


’ THE LADIES’ MONTHLY MUSUEM. 89 


Ts 


WOMAN.—To Genevieve. 


I wItt trust to woman ever, 
With my heart’s sincerest love, 
For she ne'er bath yet deceiv'd me; 
If she have, I cannot prove! 


O} if blind, ’tis sweet to think 80, 
And if not, if true she be, 
Affection shall, thro’ death’s drear valley, 
Be my staff and comfort me. Prior. 


LINES, 
IN IMITATION OF MR. WORDSWORTH. 


’T1s sweet to hear the streamlet rippling by, 

When Pheebus in his mid carcer rides high— 

"Tis sweet, when Venus, twinkling in the west, 

Oft warns the rustic of approaching rest, 

To court, reclin'd, the evening's honey’d gale, 

That flits along the deep sequested vale— 

But sweeter far to hear thy heav'nly voice, 

O dear Matilda! which would’ e’en rejoice 

The passing clown, and claim a list’ning ear, 

And much more me, . who boasts to be thy dear! 
P. Bute. 


TO THE MEMORY OF M. B. 


For ever farewell, fondest hope of my youth! 
The guardian star of my infancy ! 

That shone o'er the steep path to fame and to truth, 
And the beacon tower of liberty! 


How drear is the road, whew the sun-shine is past, 
And his friendly rays curtain’d in night! 

Yet thy smiles would disyel fierce poverty's blast ; 
Bid e’en wretchedress cheer at thy sight. 


Than forget thee, oh! rather, dear fiiend! let me perish, 
And moulder again to my nat ve dest, 

In mem'ry for ever thy 1an.e I w.ll cherish, 
As fresh as affection impr.uted it first; 
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Nor shall the trifling scenes, dearest to pleasure, 
‘Thy image efface from my constant breast ; 
But while time steals along, still more fondly I'll treasure 
Thoughts of him, which my earliest youth imprest. 


Oh! yes, I will hallow thy lowly pillow, 
With choicest flow’rs of the Eastern grove, 
And the fairest gem, that sleeps ‘neath the billow, 
The lily and the sweet blushing rose, 
Shall decorate thy sorrowfal bier, 
Bedewed with affection's fondest tear. Seumm. 


_ CHARADE. 


My first resnits from cloudless skies, 

And harden’d hearts whence pity flies; 

My last, though sought by savage beast, 

Is shunn’d by human feet at least; 

My whole has given great delight, 

Yet has not fail'd to stiew his might, 

For once he made a tempest rise, 

That fill’d vast numbers with surprise. Guiietmus, 


| SE CSAS 


NOTES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


The following arg received—The communications of Ora, and of Miss Mary 
Leman Rede; ‘ Lines,’ by E. P.R. ‘On the meansof alleviating the Distresses 


Of the Poor;’ ‘ Remorve,’ a tale; ‘ Essay on the Pleasares of the Country;* 
«Tberia,’ an ode, 


In reply to Miss Rede’s note, we beg to say, we have no objection to com- 
ply with her request, though it is not usual with us to do so. 


« Essay on Female Edocation’ shall appear as soon as possible. 
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MRS. GARRICK. 


ue lady whose portrait ornaments our present Number, 

may be said to have been born to the profession of the 
stage, for her father, Mr. Gray, possessed considerable cele- 
brity as a singer, and was for some years the principal 
vocal performer at Sadler’s Wells; at which theatre our he- 
roine commenced her professional career, when she was, in fact, 
litle more than a child. Even at that early period, however, 
she gave considerable promise of excellence as a singer, and 
the applause she met with on her first appearance, which 
was for her father’s benefit, encouraged her to persevere in 
a profession that accorded at once with her inclination and 
talents. 

Her success at Sadler’s Wells induced Mr. Harris, of Co- 
vent-Garden theatre, to think that she would be a valuable 
addition to his corps dramatique, and he accordingly offered 
her an engagement for three seasons, on very advantageous 
terms, which her father accepted; and she made her debit 
‘at that honse, in the character of Polly, in the Beggars’ 
Opera; a part which her youth, her pleasing person, and her 
modest and artless manners, added to her professional ta- 
lents, peculiarly qualified her for. She made her second ap- 
pearance in the opera of The Woodman, and was regarded as 
an actress who wanted only time and experience to become 
an ornament to the stage, when, in consequence of some dis- 
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pute with Mr. Harris, her engagement with that gentleman 
was broken off, and she accepted one from Mr. Astley, at 
whose theatre, Westminster Bridge, she performed till the 
year 1801. 

At that period, circumstances occurred which induced her 
to relinquish the stage, as she thought, for ever. Mr. Garrick, 
son of George Garrick, Esq. and nephew to our celebrated 
Roscius, whose name can never die, while England conti- 
nues a nation, was captivated with her charms and graces; 
he made proposals of marriage, which with the consent of 
her father, Miss Gray accepted, and the nuptials were cele- 
brated on the 26th of October, 1802, at the town of Sitting- 
bourne, in Kent. 

Introduced by her marriage to a new sphere of life, Mrs. 
Garrick naturally presumed that her talents could in future 
only be useful as tending to vary and embellish the do- 
mestic pleasures of a home, which love and affluence would 
combine to render a happy one. Unfortunately these ex- 
pectations were disappointed; and, after the enjoyment of 
a few years of elegant ease, the derangement of Mr. Garrick’s 
pecuniary affairs compelled her to resume the exercise of 
her profession. 

Mr. Macready, the father of the present favourite actor of 
that name’ at Covent-Garden, was then manager of the Man- 
chester theatre; he gladly availed himself of our heroine’s pro- 
fessional assistance, and the characters which she played un- 
der his auspices, brought her very rapidly forward. On Mr. 
Macready’s giving up the Manchester theatre, Mrs. Garrick 
received very liberal proposals from the Liverpool manager, 
with whom she performed during two seasons, and then re- 
moved to Bath, where she played for one season with very 
great encouragement and applause. 

In the year 1813, she accepted of an engagement at Vaux- 
hall, where her vocal powers attracted considerable notice. 
At the end of the Vauxhall season, Mr. Macready offered 
her the first singer’s situation in his theatre at Birmingham, 
with a part of the first comic business. This proposal Mrs. 
Garrick accepted, and is said, by those who witnessed her per- 
formances, to have displayed a considerable portion of comic 
talent. Trom that period, till the year 1818, she performed 
at different provincial theatres of respectability, in the northern 
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counties, with so much success, that Mr. Henry Harris, 
manager of Covent-Garden theatre, became desirous of trans- 
planting her to the metropolis. He made her liberal propo- 
sals, which were readily acceded to, and it was settled, that 
she should make her debt in an opera called Zuma, which 
was then about to be produced at that house. 

In this choice of character, Mrs. Garrick evinced both mo- 
desty and judgment; she came forward as a first-rate singer, 
and as Miss Stephens’s claims to excellence in the vocal 
line were so justly and universally admitted, she very pro- 
perly declined a dircct comparison with that lady. Circum- 
stances, however, frustrated her intentions; Miss Stephens 
was obliged to attend the Derby Concerts, and Mrs. Garrick 
was prevailed upon to come forward in her absence, in the 
character of Lucy Bertram, in the opera of Guy Mannering. 

In this hazardous attempt, Mrs. Garrick met with consi- 
derable success; her voice will not certainly bear a com- 
parison with that of Miss Stephens; it is, however, powerfal 
and harmonious in no common degree; her lower tones are 
peculiarly sweet; she possesses a good deal of science, and 
her manner, both as a singer and an actress, is easy, grace- 
ful, and unaffected. She preserved the happy medium be- 
tween confidence and mauvaise honte, and thus shewed her good 
sense, and her respect for public opinion. Her reception 
was exceedingly flattering ; and there is no doubt that, had 
she been brought forward, she would have established a de- 
cided claim to public favour; as it was, she had xo little to 
do that the public could hardly be said to have a fair oppor- 
tunity of appreciating her merits, 

At the close of the season, Mrs. Garrick again returned to 
her provincial engagements, from which she has this season 
been recalled by the proprietor of the Haymarket theatre. We 
are very happy to see her once more on the boards of a 
metropolitan stage, and we have no doubt that every oppor- 
tunity will be afforded for the display of her talents. 

Mrs. Garrick’s figure is well-formed and graceful; and it 
will be seen by the annexed print, which is a faithful like- 
ness, that the features are equally pleasing and expressive, 


64 THE LADIES’ MONTHLY MUSEUM. 


EE 


MARRIAGE; 
A TALE. 
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“« Thus conscience does make cowards of us all.” 





“ To his surprise, Agnes was not, as he expected, on the 
steps to receive him, and there was a gravity in the servant’s 
manner who met him, which gave him instantaneous alarm. 
“* Where is your mistress?” he hastily enquired; but before an 
answer could be returned, she was by his side. “ Agnes!” 
said he, clasping her to his bosom. ‘‘ My De Courcy!” faintly 
murmured his lovely wife, and sank almost fainting into his 
arms.” “Speak, for mercy’s sake!” said he, pressing her 
still closer to him, “ what thus distresses you? Relieve my 
apprehensions, I implore you.” ‘ Our Edward, our cherub 
is——’ “ Dead!” ejaculated De Courcy, in an accent of hor- 
ror, for conscience immediately suggested the idea, that this 
terrible. calamity had befallen him as a punishment for his weak 
and criminal conduct. “ Not so, my beloved,” cried Agnes, 
alarmed at hismanner, “ heis still alive; though I fear,” added 
she, bursting into tears, ‘without hope of recovery: yet we 
will not despair, God is merciful, and may, even now, grant him 
to our prayers.” ‘ How long has he been ill?” enquired De 
Courcy. “Nearly a week; but not apprehending danger, and 
expecting you almost every hour, I did not write to you. 
All, however, has been done that skill and affection could 
devise for him; nothing has been neglected.” ‘No, indeed, 
sir,” said her attendant, who approached to deliver a mes- 
sage, “I only feared for my mistress; she has not left the 
room a moment, nor slept these four nights.” De Courcy’s 
heart smote him acutely; Ais nights, it is true, had been 
spent equally without rest; but where had they been passed? 
Not in the sick chamber of his suffering child, nor in shar- 
ing the anxieties of his afflicted wife, but in the midst of vice 
and dissipation, and among worthless and licentious compa. 
nions. He cast on her pallid countenance and tottering 
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frame, a look so expressive of mingled feeling, that Agnes, 
misinterpreting his meaning, exclaimed, “Oh! do not blame 
me, my De Courcy! ought I to have considered self in a case 
like this? Where should a mother’s place be but by the 
side of her infant? If I, whose existence seemed almost to 
depend upon his, could scarcely endure his irritation, or re- 
sist the attacks of fatigue, how could I expect others to at- 
tend upon him properly, or require them to exercise that pa- 
tience of which I myself was devoid? Besides, my beloved, 
could I have ceased to remember he was my child, I could 
not have forgotten he was thine; but come to our darling, I 
must leave him no longer.” 

De Courcy supported her trembling steps, and entered with 
throbbing heart the chamber of his boy. Agnes had. not ex- 
aggerated his danger; for, in appearance, he was already in 
the arms of death. De Courcy knelt by his little couch; he 
pressed his lips to his burning cheeks, and bathed him with 
the bitterest tears of paternal fondness, mingled with those of 
the keenest remorse. ‘This is my doing,” he mentally eja- 
culated; “I have brought thee to this!—wretch, wretch that I 
am!” a return of the convulsive spasms, which had before 
threatened to terminate the existence of the little sufferer, 
here interrupted him. Agnes sank by his side, and buried 
her head in his bosom. ‘Spare him, spare him, righteous 
Heaven!” he energetically continued, “ accept my penitence, 
receive my vows of future amendment, avert this blow, and 
never, never will I offend in like manner again!” All night 
he remained by his child, alternately accusing himself as the 
author of its agonies, and making the strongest resolutions 
as to his future conduct. His prayers seemed to be ac- 
cepted; towards morning, a favourable alteration was visible, 
and, in the course of a few days, he had the delight of sceing 
him restored to perfect convalescence; and, to complete his 
joy, Agnes presented him with a second son very shortly after. 

No clouds now darkened their horizon ; respected throughout 
the neighbourhood by the higher classes, and beloved by the 
poorer, active in the discharge of their various duties, and 
emulous only to excel each other in affection, the rectory 
was again the abode of happiness. Agnes was blest beyond 
her fondest hopes, and De Courcy knew no other uneasiness 
than what arose from the remembrance of his late conduct 
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and the occasional inconvenience to which that conduct had 
reduced him. To discharge the debts which he had contracted 
on that fatal visit, he had been obliged to resort to means 
which, in about two years afterwards, compelled him again 
to resort to the metropolis. 

Firmly resolving upon avoiding all his former associates, 
De Courcy now confined himself to his retired lodgings near 
the chambers of his solicitor, where he flattered himself that 
he should remain perfectly undisturbed; and with restless 
impatience, he entreated Mr. Earnshaw to expedite the ne- 
cessary arrangements for the completion of his engagements. 
He had been several days in town, when among the letters 
which were forwarded to him from Westbrook, he found 
one from his best and earliest friend, Sir William Desmond, 
informing him of his recent marriage. Sir William dwelt 
with rapture on the charms of his bride, and expressing an 
earnest wish for an opportunity of presenting her to him, 
he concluded by saying, that, in consequence of Parlia- 
mentary business, he had taken up his abode in London for 
some months. Politeness at least required that he should 
call upon him instantly, and accordingly, the next morning, 
he presented himself at the maguificent house of Sir William, 
in Grosvenor-square, where he was received with all the 
cordiality of former regard. 

Having accepted his friend’s invitation to dinner, he and 
Sir William were sometime together before her ladyship made 
her appearance in the drawing-room. “You are are an old 
married man,” said Sir William, “and may laugh at my ea- 
gemess to know your opinion of my choice, particularly when 
I own, I shall feel myself mortified if you do not allow she 
is the most lovely creature in existence.” ‘A few hours 
hence,” said De Courcy, smiling, “I will not offend you 
with odious comparisons, but before I have the honour of 
seeing Lady Desmond, I do not scruple to say, I can scarcely 
believe that she can exceed my Agnes in loveliness, or at 
least my Agnes as she was when I first saw her, and even 
now, though the rose no longer blows so freshly on her cheek: 
as formerly, I cannot determine whether the lily, that has 
usurped its place, isless pleasing to my taste. Her features 
areinimitable, hereyes—-—” “ True,” said Desmond, “ your 
Agnes was and is an enchanting being, and but that your 
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manners and fine form gave you such a decided advantage 
over me that I thought the attempt hopeless, I know not if 
I should not have entered the lists with you; for,” added 
he, gravely, ‘she had never been altogether indifferent to 
me; but my Georgiana is very different to your Agnes.” 
“ Different, indeed,” thought De Courcy, as at that instant 
she entered the room. She was rather above the common 
size, but her limbs were formed in the truest model of grace ; 
her step and look were commanding and dignified, her com- 
plexion was peculiarly brilliant, her hair was perfectly black, 
and her full dark eyes, shaded by their long lashes, shone 
with an animation and intelligence which rivetted the at- 
tention of the beholder. 

De Courcy was too great a connoisseur in female beauty 
not to discern the superior charms of Lady Desmond, and 
too great an admirer of the sex to behold her without interest. 
She cast a look around her as she moved to her seat, which 
seemed to challenge the universal homage which was most 
willingly paid to her; Sir William approaching her, said, 
“ Georgiana, you have frequently heard me mention my friend 
De Courcy, I have now the pleasure of presenting him to you.” 
“Mr. De Courcy,” said her ladyship, frankly extending her 
hand to him, “ this introduction is doubly gratifying to me; 
I well know the pleasure it affords Sir William, and I re- 
joice in the opportunity it affords me of seeing one in whose 
favour I have been long prejudiced.” De Courcy had never 
in his life felt embarrassed in the presence of any one, but 
something like a blush overspread his countenance as he 
bowed to this compliment, but accepting the vacant seat to 
which Sir William pointed on the sofa beside her, he entered 
into a lively conversation, which was supported on his side 
by the elegance and variety which ever distinguished him, 
and on her’s by the arch sprightliness and native flow of 
spirits which were exclusively her own. 

In such society the hours fled almost insensibly away; and 
De Courcy withdrew with regret under many assurances, 
however, of passing as much time with them as his other 
engagements would possibly admit of. This he found no 
difficulty in doing; the dullness of his own lodgings was now 
insupportable, while’ the life and spirit which pervaded the 
parties at Grosvenor-square were at once as congenial to his 


68 THE LADIES’ MONTHLY MUSEUM. 

ES 
taste, as gratifying to his inclination. “It is in vain to 
deny it,” said he, one evening, as he repaired as usual to 
the gay scene, “ privacy and retirement are perfectly foreign 
to my nature; I was born only for society, in society only 
can I truly exist. I fancied, that in performing my duties 
at Westbrook, I was acting from choice and inclination, but 
I find I was mistaken; a conscientious motive only actuated 
me, and I employed myself actively only because I could 
not live without something to occupy me, something to ba- 
nish the endless vacuum of a country life. How blind have 
I been to my own happiness! but for my former infatuated 
conduct, I might have moved in the only circle that can 
content me, and where the charms of my Agnes would have 
elicited as much admiration as those of this incomparable 
woman. 

The entertainment given by Lady Desmond this evening 
was avery splendid onc; the rooms were crowded to excess; 
for all the rank and fashion of London were present; and De 
Courcy, in the frequent recognition, the expressions of plea- 
sure at the rencontre, and the marked attention he received 
from all parties, felt his heart glow with pride and exulta- 
tion. He had always been distinguished for the graces of his 
person, and the years which he had passed in seclusion, while 
they had decpened the roses on his cheek, had served only 
to heighten the manliness of his beauty, and tu strengthen 
the elasticity of his form. He was far from insensible to 
the effect these advantages caused in the surrounding crowd, 
nor was it lost upon Lady Desmond, who had ever felt pleased 
with his attentions, and her vanity was now peculiarly 
flattered by having such a man in her train; to him, there- 
fore, her conversation was principally addressed; to him 
she constantly appealed, and to his answers only paid par- 
ticular regard. He had left her side for a few minutes when 
some of the gayer beaux approached her with solicitations to 
join a quadrille party, among whom was the Duke of Arling- 
ford, the finest of the fine men of his day, the arbiter of 
fashion, and the criterion of taste and elegance. “ May I 
be permitted, dear Lady Desmond, to hope. ” he began, 
when at the instant De Courcy returning, she hastily inter- 
rupted his Grace by saying, as she extended her hand to 
him, ‘C'est a vous, Monsieur; if I must make such a sacri- 
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fice, I must perform my promise to you.” De Courcy remem- 
bered no promise having been given, but he was flattered 
beyond expression at the preference shewn him, and led her 
away intriumph. “TI detest that Arlingford,” she whispered, 
“he has not a thought beyond himself; to escape from him 
at any rate, or by any means, is a pleasure.” De Courcy 
felt a sensation bordering on disappointment at this speech, 
which he could scarcely account for, but, had he felt inclined, 
there was neither time nor opportunity to make any reply 
to it. 


(To be continued, ) 


MONKISH SEVERITY. 


A MONK went to the house of a Mr. Delaval, who was 
then absent on a hunting party, but was expected to return 
todinner. Among other dishes preparing in the kitchen was 
a pig ordered for Mr. Delaval’s own eating. ‘The monk cast 
a longing eye upon this, and notwithstanding having been 
informed for whom it was intended, cut off the head, and, 
putting it into a bag, made the best of his way towards the 
monastery. Delaval, on his return, being informed of this 
transaction, remounted bis horse in anger, and set out in 
search of the offender; whom, overtaking about a mile off; he 
gave him such a chastisement with his staff, that he was 
hardly able to return to his cell. This monk dying within 
a year, his brethren ascribed his death to the beating, 
and charged Delaval with murder. Before the accused could 
obtain absolution, he was obliged to make over to the priory 
the manor of Elsig, in the neighbourhood of Newcastle, with 
several other valuable estates, and, by way of making full 
satisfaction, he was ordered to sect up an obelisk on the spot 
where he had chastised the monk; on the pedestal is en- 
graved the following inscription—‘‘ O horrour! to killa man 
for a pigge’s head!” 
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THE PURLOINED VEIL; 


OR, 
THE SWANS. 


(Continued from page 17.) 





Friepsert was not all discomposed at this proposition ; 
he congratulated himself, on the contrary, at his project hav- 
ing proved so successful. ‘‘ Your desires, virtuous princess,” 
replied he, “are to me a sacred law, so far as it lies in 
my power to gratify them; my fortune and even my life will 
be at your disposal whenever you wish to demand them, 
but exact not from me, I beseech you, that which is con- 
trary to my oath, and repugnant to my conscience. At the 
moment, when, in a perilous contest, I acquired the pos- 
session of this ring, I took the most solemn oath that I should 
never part with it, but to pass it into the hands of a wife 
when at the altar she should receive my vows of inviolate fide- 
lity. If, through your assistance, I have the good fortune 
to find out such a wife as my heart desires, I then will have 
no objection to your receiving from her hands the ring which 
has formerly belonged to you.” ‘Be it so,” interrupted 
Zoé; “choose among the young beauties of my court one 
that may please you; I will bestow her upon you with a 
rich portion, on condition that she return my ring as soon 
as she shall have received it from you; and, as to yourself, 
knight, I engage to raise you to the height of dignity.” 

This secret treaty was no sooner concluded, than the pa- 
lace of Zoé was transformed into a brilliant haram. She 
summoned into her presence and engaged in her suite all 
the most captivating beauties in the country, and gave them 
the most magnificent attire to enhance their natural charms, 
The beauteous Zoe, in that repect, laboured under the same 
mistake as our fair contemporaries; she thought that a fine 
gilt frame allured purchasers for the painting, yet daily ex- 
perience teaches that a gala dress is no more favourable to 
love, than the tissue robes and paste or glass ear-rings and 
necklace of our Lady of Loretto are to devotion: a plain, 
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becoming dishabille is the true uniform of the god of hearts, 
and secures to him more conquests than all the diamonds, 
plumes, lace, and female paraphernalia, in the world. 

Friedbert swam in a torrent of pleasure, without, however, 
suffering himself to be carried away by seduction. Amidst 
the tumult of a brilliant court, amidst a crowd of beauties, 
joyful dances and concerts, the most profound grief fur- 
rowed his brow. In order to please him, for his sake did 
all those beautiful Grecian maids deck themselves; they all 
displayed their charms to win his heart, but that heart re- 
mained cold and insensible. 

The princess could not conceive from whenev proceeded such 
indifference in a young man formed for love, and in the 
bloom’ of youth; it is true, indeed, that she herself in her 
amours had always followed the same system as her wise 
countryman Plato, owing either to her natural virtue, or to 
the watchfulness of her spouse; but a young knight so ac- 
complished as Friedbert was, appeared to her better quali- 
fied to prefer the lessons of the voluptuous Epicurus, From 
that idea, she had directed her attacks at once against his heart 
and against his senses. With deep regret, did she discover 
that, in that respect, she had been widely mistaken; neither 
the voluptuousness of Epicurus, nor the spiritual and deli- 
cate joys of platonic love, seemed to tempt him. She only 
found him to be a severe stoic, who, at the same time that she 
wondered at him, left her but little hopes of recovering her 
ring. 

Some few months had elapsed in this state of inaction: 
the princess, impatient of regaining possession of a jewel 
that recalled to her mind such tender recollections, wished 
to enter into conversation on the subject with her knight, 
(as she used to call Friedbert) and to enquire into the real 
situation of his heart. One day then, the very day which had 
been consecrated to celebrate the return of spring, all the 
youthful maidens attached to the court of Zoé, decorated with 
fresh-gathered flowers, which they surpassed in luxuriance, 
had began their joyful sports. Friedbert was alone, seated 
in a pensive attitude under a bower, where he was engaged 
in an occupation, which, in general, is the effect, or the 
presage of disappointed love; he was plucking the leaves off 
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some flowers he had but just been gathering, when Zoé ap- 
proached him. 

“ Indifferent knight!” said she, “is reviving nature so 
destitate of charms in your estimation, that you indulge the 
sad pleasure of destroying in this manner her most precious 
gifls, and of profaning the festival of Flora? Is your heart 
so unconquerably insensible to all tender sentiments, that 
neither the new-blown flowers of my garden, nor the bloom- 
ing charms of the youthful beauties of my court, can pro- 
duce any impression on you? Wherefore do you continue 
in this solitary retreat, whilst gay pleasures invite you to 
the saloon, and love calls you from every bush, grotto, and 
turf, in this delightful spot? Does your sadness proceed from 
a tender sentiment? Disclose to me all your secrets. with 
unlimited confidence; I am, and wish to shew myself your 
friend and ‘protector; let me hear whether I have it in my 
power to heal your wounds.” 

“Well! virtuous Zoé,” replied Friedbert, “I shall confess 
the truth; you have penetrated within the deepest recesses of 
my heart; a secret flame devours it, and Iam ata loss to 
know whether I am to support it with hope, or allow it to 
consume niy very vitals? Yes, my heart feels nothing for 
any of the nymphs who are here celebrating the festival of 
Flora. She is not among the joyful group, that heavenly 
maid who is in possession of my heart, and yet itis in your 
palace that I have found her. Alas! she is, perhaps, the 
production only of an artist’s ardent imagination; although 
it appears to me impossible that such a masterpiece of cre- 
ation should not be the work of a God rather than of a painter. 
Doubtless he has had a model, and the all-powerful Being 
who has formed these beautiful flowers and those charming 
nymphs, has united all the features of beauty to frame the 
original of that divine picture.” 

The princess became very anxious and equally impatient 
to know which picture in her gallery had produced so won- 
derful an effect upon the young knight. ‘* Come instantly,” 
said she, “and point it out to me; I long to know whether 
it be not a trick that love has played upon you, by caus- 
ing you to embrace a cloud instead of a goddess, or whe- 
ther, contrary to his usual custom, he has dealt honestly by 





THE LADIES’ MONTHLY MUSEUM. 73 
ree 
you, and presented to your view an object that is in reality 
within your reach, and that you can possibly obtain.” 

Zoé had a choice collection of paintings; some were the 
emasterpieces of the most eminent artists, others were family 
portraits; amongst the latter were to be seen those of the 
most celebrated Grecian beauties of former ages, and amongst 
the number was her own, repeated several times, in all the 
charms of youth, such as she was possessed of when she vi- 
sited the bath of the fairies. From a slight sense of vanity, 
which maintains its right with the fair sex, in spite of age, 
she imagined that it was ber own likeness that occupied the 
imagination of Friedbert. She anticipated the satisfaction of 
saying to him—‘ My good friend, it is me whom yon love; 
but as I no longer resemble that picture, I consent to your 
enchantment vanishing away, and that you should fix upon 
a more real object.” But Friedbert had no doubts to puz- 
zle him; he well knew that it was not the mere imagination of 
the artist that had guided his pencil, but that the original 
was possessed of more beauty than the picture exposed to 
view; yet be was ignorant where that original was to be found. 

On his entering the gallery, he instantly flew with all the 
ardour of the most passionate lover towards the cherished 
portrait, knelt down before it with extended arms, and ex- 
claimed— Here is the goddess whom I adore! Virtuous 
princess, you are going to pronounce the sentence upon which 
depends my life or death; am I the sport of a chimerical 
passion? in that case, suffer me to die at your feet. But if 
the divine object exist, if it be known to you, if my pre- 
sentiments have directed the choice of my heart, reveal to 
me in what country, among what nation, is that treasure 
concealed? I shall fly wherever it may be found, to be de- 
serving of aretarn for my tenderest affection.” 

The princess felt so much the more embarrassed, as she 
“had expected quite another issue: a tinge of chagrin ob- 
secured her brow, and the fine Grecian oval of her face, which 
age respected, and which a pleasing idea had enlivened 
with smiles for a few instants, suddenly grew an inch longer. 
“Impradent youth,” cried she, “how can you have disposed 
of your heart, without even having ascertained whether the 
object of your flame did exist, and whether she was at Ji- 
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berty to repay you Jove for love? However, I will conde- 
scend to inform you, that your heart has not entirely misled 
you: that beauty is no chimera, neither is that pictare 
the representation of a maiden of former ages. You behold 
the portrait of the Princess Calista, my youngest daughter. 
Alas! she was a beloved child; now she is the child of 
misery; she can never be your’s, she is no longer herself. 
A devouring and inextinguishable fire rages within. her 
breast, for a wretch, who, indeed, is separated from her 
by an immense distance. She has had courage sufficient to 
escape from his insidious snares, but, like the bird that car- 
ries away with it part of the net in which it had been caught, 
she loves him with undiminished ardour, although she has fied 
from him, and bewails her misfortune in the solitude of a 
cloister, abhorring her senseless passion, but yet unable to 
renounce it, and to encourage any other sentiment.” 

Friedbert appeared very much astonished at this fragment 
of domestic information; however, he experienced inward joy 
at having discovered the place of Calista’s abode, and at be- 
ing entitled to flatter himself that she still loved him. The 
regret which Zoé manifested, and the contempt which she ex- 
pressed for the object of her daughter’s passion, did not oc- 
casion Friedbert the smallest inquictude. By dint of imposing 
upon other people respecting his birth, he had himself imbibed 
the illusion, and the knight of the Princess Zoé appeared to 
him duly qualified to obtain the hand of her daughter. In 
the mean time, he proceeded to ask questions of the confi- 
dent mother relative to the singular circumstances of the 
amours of the young Calista, with an air of interest by no 
means feigned, although his curiosity was so. She satisfied 
him as much as she could, without revealing the family se- 
cret of the swans, which undoubtedly was no less sacred than 
that of the freemasons’; but she related to him an allegorical 
the true meaning of which he rightly understood. 


(To be concluded in our next.) 
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SUGGESTIONS 
FOR THE RELIEF AND PROTECTION OF 
FEMALE SERVANTS, 
AND THE PREVENTION OF PROSTITUTION. 


ScaRcecy a day passes, but FEMALE SERVANTS out of place 
are seen perambulating the streets, and calling at the shops 
of grocers, bakers, and other tradesmen, enquiring after places 
or employment; and often relating their distressed and des- 
titute condition in the most pathetic terms. Very recently, 
as a lady, well known to the writer, of this article, was 
walking along the City-road, she was accosted by a decently 
dressed and modest looking young woman, who asked for 
employ; stating that she had no relations in London, nor 
any friends, that she was then living upon the money pro- 
cared by pledging her clothes, that they were nearly gone, 
and that if she should be so unfortunate as not to get a 
place ina week or two, all her resources would be exhausted, 
and she saw no prospect before her eyes, but suicide or 
Prostitution. Perhaps the sun never rises when thousands 
might not be found in this vast metropolis, whose situation 
is similar to the poor girl’s, whose artless and pathetic tale 
led to these suggestions. 

What object is more deserving of sympathy than a modest 
female, plunged in the bitterest distress, willing to toil to earn 
her bread by honest labour,yet unable to find employ, loathing 
life that can only be sustained by prostitution or thieving, 
and yet unable, by any other means, to procure food or 
shelter? Amongst the lost and abandoned women who shame- 
lessly seek their bread by that dreadful resource, perhaps 
one fifth have been driven within its frightful vortex by po- 
verty and the want of shelter, rather than impelled by vicious 
propensities. 

The benevolence of those ladies have been loudly and de- 
servedly applauded, who visited the cells and wards of New- 
gate, and humanely endeavoured to alleviate the misery and 
amend the manners and morals of the female convicts. It 
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was a generous enterprise, and that same charitable spirit 
is now invoked to consider how greatly the number of fe- 
male convicts might be diminished, if institutions were es- 
tablished in London, wherein, by the payment of a poundage 
on their wages, whilst in place, the servants, disabled by 
sickness, or discharged from servitude, without any impu- 
tation on their honesty, might, at all times, find a respectable 
place of refuge. 

It is not in the behalf of the radically corrupted and the 
depraved, that this appeal is made, but of the indiscreet, 
the unfortunate, the destitute, and, in all cases, of the 
honest. 

The United Netherlands formerly abounded with institu- 
tions, whereat, by the payment of a certain moderate sum 
annually, male or female servants, clerks, warehousemen, &c. 
might obtain admission into these asylums in the decline of 
life, wherein they enjoyed tranquillity, a fragal plenty, and 
where, after their decease, a decent interment was provided 
by the establishment. Whatever may be thought of the po- 
litical government of Holland, in wise and liberal institu- 
tions that republic exceeded every nation in Europe. 

In Holland, Sweden, Denmark, and many other kingdoms, 
the law does not permit the immediate discharge of female 
domestic servants, without the master or mistress providing 
for their support during a given time. In this metropolis, 
almost any person, at a moment’s warning, on payment of a 
month’s wages, may turn their servants, male or female, in- 
to the streets; and few are the families, where, in case of 
sickness, they are not unfeelingly discharged. The result 
is, that the servants feel neither love nor gratitude towards 
their superiors, whereby that immorality and general dete- 
rioration of the principles and manners of domestic servants, 
which are so generally admitted and censured, are increased. 

The fault, however, does not rest wholly with the inferiors ; 
their betters have their failings; and it is generally seen, 
that very respectable masters and mistresses are served by 
honest and meritorious servants. It is not, however, worth 
while to lose that time in developing the cause of the pre- 
sent abject state of the morals of female servants, that might 
be more profitably employed in suggesting a remedy. 

The law admits of a servant being instantly turned away, 
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on the employer paying a month’s wages, which seldom 
amounts to more than sufficient for two weeks frugal main- 
tenance. If the discharged female have no friend nor relation 
to receive her, if she have to seek a lodging in those com- 
mon haunts where discarded servants and disorderly wo- 
men so frequeutly mingle in society, her fate is generally 
sealed at an early period. If she were ever virtuously in- 
clined, small is her chance of escaping pollution, when, turned 
into the streets, she finds herself desolate, and without food 
or shelter. In vain she turns her imploring eyes towards the 
passing crowd; her tale, however sincere, is suspected by her 
own sex; and if she gain the attention of a person of the 
opposite one, in nineteen cases out of twenty, it proves that 
he basely endeavours to render her distress the means of her 
ruin, and makes some infamous proposal as the price of re- 
lief. To a poor, forlorn female, thus thrown on the streets, 
rapid is the descent that Jeads to infamy and crime. It is 
extremely probable that thousands might be annually saved 
who are thus lost to society, if there were any decent re- 
ceptacles wherein they could find a roof to shelter them, 
and bread to eat. 

It is the object of this paper to call the serious attention 
of the mothers and mistresses of respectable and opulent 
families in this metropolis, to the consideration of this sub- 
ject. In each of the parishes of London, and within the 
bills of mortality, a subscription might with all facility be 
raised, to hire and furnish, in the plainest manner, one or 
more houses for the reception of female servants of every 
class, when out of place; the ladies to pay five per cent. upon 
the amount of their female servants’ wages; and the servant 
to be entitled to support when out of place, or disabled by 
sickness, on payment of a like sum. The superintending 
committee to recommend servants to places; and none to 
be received into those receptacles, except in the parish where- 
in she had last served; by which means the general charac- 
ter of female servants would soon be ascertained; and being 
thus supported, at least in part, by the bounty of their su- 
periors, and accustomed to live, whilst out of place, in a re- 
gular and recluse manner, under their observance, they 
would soun feel that respect towards them which is so rarely 
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witnessed in the present disjointed and unconnected state 
of their reciprocal relations. 

A good effect would result from tho entablishment of a 
Servant’s Mart, or Hall, where the honeat menial might find 
employ without applying to office-keepers, by too many of 
whom the most gross impositions are practised, simultane- 
ously on families and on servants. 

As it is impossible to influence so vast a number of un- 
educated persons by the force of argument, so as to per 
suade them to support such ‘institutions, by subscriptions 
whilst in place, any servant of honest repute, although a non-~ 
subscriber, should therefore be admissible, on giving reference 
to her last place, and on payment of her board and lodging 
at the lowest admissible terms. As to the totally destitute, 
they might be well content with the inferior apartments, and an 
inferior ration than the boarders and subscribers; the value 
of the provisions furnished to be repaid from their earliest 
wages after a place had been obtained for them. 

To prevent contamination from too numerous an assemblage, 
the servants should be kept in classes; waiting-women by 
themselves ; cooks, laundry-maids, house-maids, and nursery- 
maids, by themselves; and those who have lived atinns, and 
in public-houses, detached from those who have only served 
private families. 

Each of these establishments would serve at once as a 
place of refuge for female servants, and also as a sort of 
exploratory camp, whence the character and conduct of all 
the female servants of the metropolis might be observed. An 
advantage of incalculable public utility, not to the mistresses 
alone, but to ill-treated servants, who are sometimes capri- 
ciously discharged, and unreasonably denied a character. 
Many a desolate female has been wantonly and unjustly 
deprived of the means of getting a place in any respectab'e 
family; by which acts of cruelty, they are often thrown upon 
the town. The ladies patronizing these institutions, should, 
in rotation, serve in the committees, and wherever it ap- 
peared to them that the character of a servant had been un- 
justly withheld, their certificate should serve as a passport 
to any family, however respectable. Such would be the ope- 
ration of these associations, that families would henceforth be 
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infinitely less liable to imposition, and servants less exposed 
to injustice or oppression; whilst the expense would fall so 
lightly as scarcely to be felt either by the mistresses or ser- 
vants, who might subscribe. 

If it be considered what havoc is frequently caused in fami- 
lies by depraved female servants, the importance of the plan 
would be the readier perceived, and its utility acknowledged. 
A register should be kept at each establishment, wherein the 
names and descriptions should be entered of servants, whose 
conduct has been so very immoral as to merit total exclu- 
sion. To prevent even those, however, from beeoming ut- 
terly abandoned, wherever genuine signs of contrition were 
exhibited, they should be admitted into the penitentiary; 
and in case of reformation, provided with a place of servi- 
tude. 

By this, or some better digested plan, a powerful check 
wight be given to the torrent of vice and misery that pre- 
vails; and the superintendance of the houses would afford an 
asylum to respectable, elderly, decayed housekeepers, who 
had seen better days, and whose honesty and discretion 
might be relied on, to prevent those abuses to which such 
establishments must otherwise be liable. 

To make this system available to any useful extent, these 
receptacles should be rendered agreeable to the parties, 
whose personal liberty should not be unnecessarily abridged. 
The internal regulations ought to assimulate as nearly as 
possible with the rules observed in the most respectable fae 
milies. They should be regular in their attendance at ehurch, 
and Bibles and Prayer-books be supplied to those who had 
them not. The inmates should be kept as much as possi- 
bly employed; and the ignorant taught to read, write, iron, 
to get up fine linen, to sew, mark, darn, and various other 
useful household employments; and they might make for sale 
a variety of cheap articles of female apparel; but should 
not be allowed to take in needle-work, because such prac- 
tice in public institutions, occasions just as much poverty as 
it relieves. And whenever a place was found for any per- 
son, she should be compelled to accept it, on pain of expul- 
sion, unless she should shew good reasons why she should 
not serve in it. 

These institutions should be open to women who might 


80 THE LADIES’ MONTHLY MUSEUM. 








arrive in London with a view to procure places of servitude, 
by which many unwary and inexperienced females might be 
preserved from ruin and misery. 

In the internal regulation of the houses, it might be judi- . 
cious to require every female to give in a list of their ap- 
parel, and to prevent, if possible, their pledging, or selling, 
apy part of it; and as the funds, if well managed, would pro- 
bably amount to more than the expenditure, the committee 
might be able to bestow on servant maids distinguished by 
meritorious conduct, smal! marriage portions. It would evince 
too sanguine a mind to indulge a hope that the evils enume- 
rated can be subdued by these remedies, but certainly they 
might be very greatly palliated, a copious source of human 
misery much diminished, and the general conduct of female 
servants rendered more decorous and respectable. 


BISHOP ATTERBURY. 


In the debates on the Occasional Conformity and Schism 
Bills in the House of Lords, in December, 1718, they were 
very warmly opposed by Atterbury, Bishop of Rochester, 
who said, he had prophesied last winter this bill would be 
attempted in the present session, and he was sorry to find 
he had proved a true prophet. Lord Coningsby, who always 

spoke in a passion, rose immediately after the bishop, and 
remarked, that one of the right reverands had set himself 
forth as a prophet; but, for his part, he did not know what 
prophet to liken him to, unless to that famous prophet Balaam, 
who was reproved by his own ass, The bishop, in reply, with 
great wit and calmness, exposed this rude attack, concluding 
in these words— Since the noble lord hath discovered in 
our manner such a similitude, I am well content to be com- 
ee to the prophet Balaam; but, my lords, I am at a loss 
jow to make out the other part of the parallel: I am sure 
that I have been reproved by nobody but—his lordship.”” 
From that day, Lord Coningsby was ever afterwards called 
“* Atterbury’s pad.” 
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THE CONFESSIONS OF A BENEDICT; 


A TALE FOR MARRIED MEN. 


CHAP I. 


“Man feels not so sensibly those short privations which are subjects of 
such real uneasiness to the tender heart of woman. Perhaps, on some occa- 
sions, the former may be more ardent, more passionate, more capable of risk. 
ing every thing for the object of his love; but the daily proofs, the inter- 
vening fears, and all the shades of a delicate and constant passion, are mach 
more peculiar to women—few men are susceptible of them, or know their 
value. Rovssgau. 





Notutne would so readily incline us to a belief in the 
doctrine of fatality as the daily experience afforded us of 
the fallaciousness of those expectations which were appa- 
rently built upon the firmest basis of probability, and the 
proud assurance of our own deserts, did we not at the same 
time feel a secret conscientiousness that we too often suffer 
ourselves to be led insensibly into the paths of error by 
giving the reins to our passions, or, through a false sense of 
shame, suffering our actions to be regulated rather by the 
opinions or example of others than by the sound precepts 
of morality and judgment. Once deviating from the straight 
line of rectitude, we are led on by insensible degrees, until 
we forget the primary cause of our aberration, and would 
willingly, when we find ourselves culpable to an extent we 
had never anticipated, ascribe our misconduct (or at least 
the misfortunes which result from it) to our destiny. But 
a truce with moralizing; I must now fulfil a promise* ‘long 
since given, and enter on a candid relation of the events 
which succeeded my marriage with Letitia. For a consider- 
able time, our domestic arrangements, and the unavoidable 
ceremony of receiving and paying visits, kept us in an agree- 
able sort of bustle. It is true, that our visitors were not 
very numerous, yet even amongst the few who did find ad- 
mittance, there were several for whom my wife entertained 
not the smallest portion of esteem, and whom she had con- 





* See “A Tale for Bachelors,” page 85, Museum for February, 1819. 
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sequently overlooked in the customary etiquette of cake and 
cards, but who, instigated principally by curiosity, forgave 
the affront, and were most lavish in their professions of re- 
gard and satisfaction, not forgetting, at the same time, to 
give the young bride some salutary admonition in regard to 
her domestic management, &c. ‘Be sure, my dear,” said 
Mrs. Lofty, “not to appear too submissive at first starting ; 
many a young woman has made herself a slave for life, by 
such injudicious conduct. Mr. Agincourt isa charming young 
man, I own, and will, I have no doubt, make a very kind, 
indulgent husband, as, indeed, he ought; but still, my dear 
friend, it is the nature of man to be despotic, as I know 
to my sorrow, and when they meet with a poor, timid crea- 
ture, who is afraid to say her lifeis her own, they take care 
to shew their authority; for own part, I let Mr. Lofty know 
what he had to expect the first week, and by that means 
contrived to keep the upper hand ever after; to be sure we 
had some hard tugs for the mastery, but I was generally 
too strong for him, and so he had no other alternative than 
to get out of my way, when he saw a storm was coming on, 
and then I had all to my wish.” ‘Was it your wish then to 
drive your husband out of doors?” Letitia enquired archly, 
while her adviser paused to take breath. ‘“ Why not exactly,” 
replied Mrs. Lofty, colouring, “ but when folks do not agree, 
they are best apart, in my opinion, and I was determined to 
be mistress in my own house; one might as well be unmar- 
tied, if one could not have that privilege, you know.”. Mrs. 
Singleton listened in silence, and made her own decision. 
Mrs. Plausible assailed her with counsel of a different na- 
ture. ‘“ You are inexperienced, child,” said she, “and con- 
sequently sanguine in your expectations; it is therefore the 
duty of your well-wishers to put you alittle upon your guard ; 
do not trust too much to the present open-heartedness and li- 
berality of your husband; marriage very frequently alters 
men strangely in regard to money matters, and you will 
often see the most extravagant single men turn out to be the 
most stingy husbands. I am sure I had plague enough with 
mine; for he went on grudging and grudging, and stinting 
and stinting, until I hardly knew what it was to have any 
thing like other people. So at last I began to take care of 
myself, and had my own private purse. A woman, my dear, 
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who acts as her own housekeeper, has a thousand ways of 
keeping a few pounds in her pocket, which her husband 
knows nothing about; she would be a simpleton indeed, if 
she let him know what every thing cost—many and many 
an expensive thing I have bought, and told him it was quite 
a bargain: then he, poor silly soul, would go about bragging 
of my economy and cleverness, and setting other married 
folks together by the ears by telling the husbands how 
much cheaper I went to market for my finery than their 
wives.” 

Letitia,. disgusted at such meanness and duplicity, felt un- 
able to make any other reply than that she would endeavour 
to regulate her expences in conformity to her husband’s in- 
come, adding, that she entertained no apprehensions of his 
ever denying her any indulgencies that it was in his power 
to afford her. “ Very likely, my dear,” returned Mrs. Plau- 
sible, “very likely it may be so in your case, but other 
people do not find it so; and you may one day wish you had 
adopted my plan, that’s all.” 

Letitia and I laughed heartily at these clever managers, 
who were neither of them invited to repeat their visit; and 
all our attention was devoted to our real friends; happy would 
it have been for me had I: confined myself to the small cir- 
cle which now surrounded us, and displayed upon all occa- 
sions equal contempt and disregard of insidious advisers as 
my wife thus readily evinced. As the summer approached, 
I began to fancy that my wife looked paler, and had less 
appetite than usual, and, with a view to afford her a purer 
air, and the comforts of more regular hours, I hired a small 
house at Hammersmith, which was a convenient distance for 
me to resort to after the hours of business. It would be un- 
interesting to the reader, were I enumerate those simple 
pleasures in which we found the highest gratification; we 
had a smalJ, neat garden, which afforded us amusement and 
wholesome exercise; books, music, and drawing, were not 
neglected; and in such pursuits our time passed so happily, 
that we almost dreaded the thought of being again obliged 
to reside in town. 

It was in one of my periodical excursions, that I chanced 
to encounter Elderton; I greeted him with cordiality, in- 
formed him of my marriage, and received his congratulations 
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with all the self-complacency of an exulting Benedict, ral- 
lied him on his still remaining single, and assured him that 
he was wantonly casting happiness from him. He smiled at 
my warmth; but declared, that he had witnessed too much 
of domestic infelicity to flatter himself with the hope of bet- 
ter luck than his neighbours. “I think you will be a con- 
vert, however,” said I, “ when you have set your foot into 
my happy home; and if you could find another Letitia, you 
would have reason to acknowledge that your present opi- 
nion is the result of obstinacy rather than conviction.” “ Per- 
haps you are right,” he returned carelessly; “ but I have 
heard so many newly married men talk in the same strain, 
that I do not credit half of what I hear; some do it merely 
through ostentation, because they wish to be envied; others 
strive to persuade themselves that they are happily married, 
lest their judgment should be called in question; and some, 
though comparatively the fewer in number, are really well 
pleased with their lot, because nothing has yet occurred to 
ruffle the smooth surface of that smiling sea of hopes and 
joys on which they have embarked.” “Then you really 
think there is no such thing as permanent felicity in the 
married state?” I enquired, regarding him with an incredu- 
lous smile. ‘‘ There are exceptions, perhaps,” he replied, 
“put I will not allow you to decide, if you have not been 
married more than a twelvemonth.” ‘These rattling obser- 
vations made little impression on my mind, as I felt within 
myself convinced of their futility; nor did it enter into my 
unsuspicious mind, that there were characters who delight 
in creating the mischief which they afterwards affect to 
deplore. 

It was not long before Elderton paid us the promised 
visit; he proved a most agreeable companion; in fact, he 
possessed a versatility of talent, and knew so well how to 
accommodate himself to the tempers of others, that almost 
every one who spent an hour in his company was desirous 
of ranking him among the number of his acquaintance. 
He had; by the death of an uncle, become possessed of con- 
siderable property, and frequently regretted not having been 
brought up in any line of business, which, by occupying the 
greater portion of his time, might prevent his falling into 
habits which might eventually impair his finances. 1 hinted 
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this to Mr. Singleton, who understanding my motive, and be- 
ing aware that Elderton had an extensive and respectable 
connexion, proposed admitting him asa partner, a proposal 
which delighted me extremely, as it would release me from 
such close attendance to business as I had hitherto found 
absolately necessary, and allow me to pass a greater portion 
of time with Letitia. Elderton seemed highly gratified by 
the arrangement, and for some time every thing proceeded 
to the satisfaction of ail parties. 

About three months after this, a circumstance occurred, 
which it is necessary to notice in its proper place. Letitia 
was one day standing at the window, looking for my return, 
when a young man of interesting appearance, and decently 
habited, stopped opposite to her, and made a respectful bow; 
iH health and fatigue were visible in his appearance. Na- 
turally compassionate, she enquired, if he wanted any thing. 
“If 1 might beg the favour of a glass of water, ma’am,” 
he replied faintly, and at the same time catching hold of 
the railing for support. Letitia ran to the sideboard, and, 
pouring out a glass of wine, offered it to him. “ This is 
better for you than water,” said she: “you appear to be 
exhausted with fatigue.” The youth took it with many thanks, 
and, as he returned the glass, said, ‘“ Bless you for your 
goodness; I think you have saved my life; I have walked 
thirty miles, and have tasted nothing since the night before 
last, but water and berries.” ‘‘ Have you no home, no em- 
ployment?” she asked. “ Neither, ma’am, at present; but I 
would willingly work, if I could get any.” “ What em- 
ployment are you fit for? what can youdo?” “TI can write, 
and cast accounts; and though I have never been used to 
any menial occupation, I could make myself useful even in 
that way.” He sighed and looked down, when Letitia asked 
him, if he could have a character. “Ah! madam,” he re- 
plied dejectedly, “that is all I want; though God above 
knows, I have never done a wicked or dishonest thing in 
my life, I have not a friend in the world to help or recom- 
mend me.” ‘That is hard, indeed,” observed Letitia, how- 
ever, go to the public-house yonder, and get something to 
eat, I expect my husband home soon, and, if you can give 
a satisfactory account of yourself, perhaps he may render 
you some assistance.” She then gave the lad some money 
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and he left her, with the warmest expressions of gratitude. 
Assoon as I returned, she related what had occurred in @ 
manner that. could not fail to awaken my sympathy; and, 
in the hope of being able to preserve the young man from 
those vicious courses, too often resorted to in a time of 
want, I sent for him to my house; and, after apprising him 
that my conduct towards him would be. entirely regulated 
by his candour and veracity, desired him to give me an ac- 
count of his past life, which he accordingly did in the fol- 
lowing words :— 

“It may appear like an attempt to impose upon your 
credulity if I assert that I was educated in a manner far 
superior to what my present condition seems to indicate. 
My father was a surgeon in the army, and at the inconsi- 
derate age of nineteen, married the only child of an opulent 
merchant. The match was, however, so much against the 
consent of her parents, who were Quakers, that her father 
refused, from that moment, to see or hear from her; and, 
at his death, bequeathed his fortune to his wife’s brother. 
The young lovers were too disinterestedly attached to each 
other to consider this of any consequence. My mother, 
though reared in the lap of indulgence and luxury, conformed 
with cheerfulness to the inconveniences attending her pre- 
sent unsettled situation and confined income. She accom- 
panied my father to Egypt, where he fell a victim to that 
dreadful disease which swept away so many of our brave 
men, and but for the friendship of one of the officers would 
have sunk under this heavy affliction. I was born a few 
weeks after my father’s death, and as soon as her health 
was re-established, the unhappy widow embraced the first 
opportunity that offered of returning to England. The small 
pension she enjoyed was scarcely adequate to our support; 
my mother had not the slightest knowledge of any employ- 
ment, which could possibly increase her slender income, and 
in consequence suffered many hardships and privations to 
which she had been hitherto a stranger. Thus situated and 
harrassed with the most torturing anxiety upon my ac- 
count, she condescended to accept proposals from a person 
very much her inferior in birth and education, and, to se- 
cure a provision for me, became his wife. ‘This man, who 
followed the occupation of a hair-dresser, was but little cal- 
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culated to render her happy; his habits and pursuits were 
low, and he was in temper both harsh and unfeeling. Her 
spirits sunk under ill-treatment, and her constitution gradu-- 
ally gave way. Perhaps she did wrong in letting me know 
the extent of her sufferings, for it inspired me with a thorough 
detestation of my father-in-law, who, when death deprived 
me of a tender and indulgent mother, treated me with the 
utmost brutality. From such usage my spirit revolted, and 
I resolved to beg my bread rather than subject myself to 
a continuance of it; high words arose between us, which 
ended in my quitting his house. 

“ Without any determined plan, I have wandered about 
for several days, sleeping under sheds, or hedges, as pro- 
miscuously occurred. At several places, I made applica- 
tion for employment; but at each was rejected for want of 
a character, and I was just upon the point of sinking through 
fatigue and hunger, having expended the few shillings which 
constituted the whole of my wealth, when your good lady 
compassionately promised to speak to you in my behalf.” 

As there was nothing extremely improbable in this brief 
story, I determined to make trial of the young man’s abili- 
ties, and finding him tolerably expert at his pen, anda 
good accountant, I placed him in our counting-house, and 
agreed to allow him a moderate salary, to be advanced in 
proportion as he should be found deserving of encourage- 


ment. 
(To be continued.) 








LORD RUSSELL 


By living too luxuriously, had quite spoiled his consti- 
tution. He did not love sport, but used to go out with his 
dogs every day only to hunt for an appetite. If he felt 
any thing of that, he would cry out, “ Oh! I have found it!” 
turn short round, and ride home again, though they were in 
the midst of the finest chace. He one day met a beggar, 
who entreated him to give him something because he was 
almost famished with hunger. “A happy dog!” exclaimed 
his lordship, and actually envied him too mach to relieve 
him. 
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THE SPIRIT OF HISTORY; 
oR, 
Wistorical Essays 
ON GREAT EVENTS RESULTING FROM MINUTE CAUSES. 


(Continued from page 30.) 





A Persian of mean birth, forgetting, when in prosperity, his 
former conditon, is the cause of Gengis-Can ravaging Persia 
and India. 


Genois-Can, after having conquered -all Tartary, and the 
greatest part of China, being now sixty years of age, was will- 
ing to repose himself. 

Content with the glory which his extraordinary victoriés had 
merited, he aspired after that which all great princes know 
how to acquire, by causing the arts, sciences, and commerce 
to flourish. To put this heppy projeet into execation, he 
sent ambassadors to Mahommed, the Carismin, who possess- 
ing Persia, Caresen, and part of India, was one of the most 
powerfal sovereigns in the world. The ambassadors of Gen- 
gis Can proposed to Mahommed an alliance between him 
and their master, who was desirous of living in as strict a 
union with him as though he had been his son. These were 
the terms offered by the ambassadors, according to Albugasi- 
Bavadur-Can, (one of the descendants of Gengis-Can) in his 
history of the Tartars. Mahommed, who was not ignorant of 
the great conquests which the Tartar had lately made, ac- 
«cepted, with joy, the proposed alliance; and there was so 
‘perfect a union established between the two empires (says an 
‘Arabian historian) that private persons. might have. carried 
gold and silver in their hands, from one empire to the other, 
without the least danger of loss. This good understanding, 
so desirable between powerful princes, was interrapted by 
‘the vanity of a private person, whom fortune had unjustly 
raised above his deserts. The event, as related by the Arabs, 
was as follows :— 


The Moguls, subjects of Gengis-Can, still preserved the 
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custom of the ancient Scythians, in dwelling only in wooden 
huts, of which-they changed their situation as often as they 
pleased. Their uncultivated manners rendered their wants 
but very few; and as the money they had seized in their con- 
quests was of very little use to them, they gave a good 
deal of it for mere trifles, which brought a great nam- 
ber of merchants into their country. Gengis-Can, who was in- 
formed of all that.passed in his dominions, perceived that 
his subjects would soon find themselves in a miserable con- 
dition, if they continued to distribute their gold and silver 
in that manner; and that the only way to preserve plenty in 
his territories, was to excite the Moguls to go themselves 
with merchandise to foreign countries. Finding several of 
the Moguls disposed to follow his advice, he ordered them 
to go into the states of Mabommed, and caused three officers 
of his court to accompany them, whom he sent in quality 
of ambassadors to his ally, to whom he wrote a very obliging 
letter, praying, that he would pay the same regard to his 
subjects, as he did to the Persians who came.to traffic in 
Tartary, promising that he would always act towards him 
as a good father, and intreating. him to continue. his friend- 
ship, as the only means of rendering both their empires 
flourishing, and encreasing their mutual glory. 

The ambassadors and the Mogul merchants being arrived 
at the town of Otrar, on the frontiers of Persia, they went 
to pay: their compliments to the governor. This man, from 
a mean condition, had attained to offices of dignity. The 
odious talents he possessed of seducing youth, and engaging 
them to forget their duty and honour, had raised him to 
an high station. One of the merchants who had known him 
in his former situation, and who had been his intimate 
friend, thought he might, without any disrespect, call him 





- by the name he bore when they were intimates: but the go- 


vernor presently shewed how much he was above the rank 
he then held; he blushed on account of his birth, and was 
angry with him who brought it to his remembrance. The 
great Trajan ridiculed those who complimented him on his 
illustrious birth. 

The haughty Persian committed the merchant and all the 
Moguls, who came to compliment him, to prison; and im- 
mediately sent a courier to Mahommed, to inform him, that 
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there were certain strangers arrived at Otrar, some of whom 
called themselves the ambassadors of Gengis-Can, and others 
merchants; but that he looked on them as persons charged 
with the execution of some dangerous plot, which pradence 
demanded should be timely defeated. The king, without any 
other information, sent him an order to put them all to death, 
which was immediately done; and the governor of Otrar, add- 
ing avarice to cruelty, seized their effects. 

In spite of the precautions he had taken that all might 
be killed, one of the merehants had the good fortune to es- 
cape, and went and informed Gengis-Can of the treatment his 
ambassadors had met with. The Tartar, transported with 
fury at this news, gave orders to his officers to assemble his 

_ treops immediately; and entering Persia in the year 1218, he 
spread desolation with fire and sword; cut in pieces all the 
armies which were sent to oppose him, and destroyed all the 
towns through which he passed. The first victim of his rage 
was Otrar; the governor of which, who was the cause of this 
bloody war, he ordered to be loaded with chains, dragged 
round the walls, and then to have his brains knocked out 
with clubs. The conqueror, in a short time, subdued all the 
countries east and south of the Caspian sea, penetrated into 
India, which he reduced to his obedience, and made himself 
master of Persia. Mahommed fled from province to province, 
and died abandoned by every one; and of all the riches he had 
possessed, nothing was left him but the clothes on his back, 
which were all in rags;.andin those he was interred. 

Gengis-Can was now master of the greatest empire ever 
recorded in history. This Tartar conquered an extent of 
country above eighteen hundred leagues from east to west, 
and more than a thousand from north to south. But his 
history is a mere series of cruelties, as he did nothing but 
ravage and destroy, He divided his vast estates between 
his four sons; each of whom was one of the most potent 
princes of the world. This great conqueror died in the 
year 1227, aged sixty-five years. 


(To be continued. ) 
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REVIEW OF NEW WORKS. 





A CIRCUMSTANTIAL NARRATIVE or tHe CAMPAIGN 
in SAXONY tn tHe Year 1813, Written originally in 
German, by Baron Von Opeveser, Lieutenant General 
of Royal Saxon Cavalry. To which are subjoined, the Notes 
of the Editor of the French Edition. The whole translated 
by ALFRED Joun Kempe, late Officer of Infantry. 2 vols. 8vo, 


Tus is a sort of patchwork production, if we may be al- 
lowed the term, in which a great variety of materials, good, 
bad, and indifferent, are tacked together. The part written 
by Baron Von Odeleber, with which the work commences, 
is a clear and simple detail of the events of the campaign 
in Saxony; they are related circumstantially and impartially. 
There is also a good deal of new and interesting matter in 
the Baron’s narrative, particularly in that part of it which 
relates to Bonaparte, of whom we have a new and striking 
picture. We cannot help suspecting that the Baron has, 
perhaps unintentionally, exaggerated some traits in the Ex- 
Emperor's character. There are so many, and such different 
portraits of that extraordinary man, that a writer who sits 
down to make a new sketch of him, has a difficult task. 
The Baron cannot certainly be accused of leaning to the 
favourable side; he represents Napoleon’s obstinacy, rashness, 
and ambition, in the strongest colours; but he adds maany 
traits, which, till now, have been little known. He speaks 
of some instances of humanity shewn by Napoleon towards 
the wounded among his enemies; of ‘his excessive restless- 
ness, or rather we may call it, his passion for employment, 
which, if we are to credit the Baron, he carried to such a 
height, that he could not remain for a moment in either men- 
tal or bodily inactivity; and of his exhibiting at the moment 
of defeat, and while he was planning fresh conquests, a mild- 
ness and patience which were almost inconceivable, 

The narrative of the Baron is followed by an account of 
the events which occurred at Dresden, in 1813, related by 
an eye-witness. A small portion of this is interesting and 
novel; but by much the greater part has been alrcady be- 
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fore the public, not once only, but very frequently, so that 
miore than one half of the book consists of hackneyed de- 
tails, notes which seem to have been written for no other 
purpose than to shew us that the author, editor, and trans- 
lator, had each a passion for trying how far they could, by 
the introduction of unnecessary notes, confuse the narrative 
and enlarge the book, and stale papers which have already 
appeared in‘all the newspapers. Few of our readers, we be- 
lieve, will have the courage to wade through this melange, 
but those who do, will derive considerable gratification from 
such of the details as are now first printed. We subjoin 
afew extracts; the one which follows is taken from the ac- 
count of the battle of Lutzen. The beginning of it evidently 
-shews, that Napoleon knew the way to the hearts of the 
French, when his interests required him to touch their 
feelings. ‘ 
* * *. * * * * * *. 

“He shewed himself to the troops, according to his cus- 
tom, when they attacked; and as he galloped down the lines, 
he was saluted with vivats, re-echoed from column to co- 
lumn. A short time before, Napoleon, for some fault, had 
deprived a battalion of its commander. He knew that this 
officer, otherwise a very brave man, was exceedingly beloved 
by his soldiers. He rode up to the front of the corps, at the 
head of which he replaced him, after addressing him in a 
short speech, The acclamations of joy from that body re- 
-sounded afar off; it immediately formed the head of a co- 
lumn, which advanced to attack a height in the rear of 
Starsiedel. All the other regiments greeted him with accla- 
mations, even amid the fire of the artillery. The battle still 
continued, and was Kept up in the neighbourhood of Kaia, 
until half past six in the evening. Each side fought with a 
fury worthy of admiration, and the brave Prussians found 
-plenty of employment for the French. Their batteries near 
Gorschen and Rana, played on the Imperial Guard, and se- 
veral balls and grenades fell near Napoleon: an inspecteur des 
postes lost aleg close |by him, jand even bullets were whist- 
ling around him, A visible embarrassment might be ob- 
served in the persons of his suite as the fire drew nearer; 
and Kaia, the pivot of the engagement, became endangered : 
the moment arrived when all appeared lost on that point, 
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and the reserve of the old guard was expected to attack; then 
Count Lobau, an adjutant of Napoleon, and one of the most 
intrepid of his generals, placed himself, by his order, at the 
head of a division of the young guard, to retake the posi- 
tion. As soon as this attack had succeeded, Napoleon di- 
rected another of his adjutants, Drouot, general of the ar- 
tillery, to collect a battery of sixty pieces of cannon: he 
briefly pointed out to him the corps from which they were 
to be taken, and where they were to be posted. A move- 
ment of such importance, by a dozen words, was made the 
work of a twinkling of an eye, so well had his officers learnt 
to comprehend him. This battery, planted on the heights near 
Starsiedel, madé a considerable impression in advance, during 
its fire, and Napoleon followed at the head of the second column 
of attack ; this was a moment when he shewed himself in per- 
son, impelled by the ardent desire of victory. He flew from 
one point to another, continually urging his troops onward 
to obtain some advantage of ground, that the enemy, an- 
noyed by the brisk fire of the artillery, might neither be 
able to maintain their position, nor persevere in their re- 
sistance.” 

* * * *. * * * * * 


General Drouot, the subject of the following anecdote, 
has given many proofs of the most undaunted bravery, he 
was was also reckoned a man of strong and clear under- 
standing ; can we then forbear smiling at seeing such a per- 
son impressed with an idea so weakly superstitious as that 
an old coat would preserve him from danger in battle. 

“¢ Bonaparte always dispatched him (Drouot) to situations 
where his duties exposed him to the greatest dangers; on 
these occasions, he took particular care to attire himself in 
his old uniform of a general of artillery, in which {he placed 
the greatest confidence, because no misfortune had ever hap- 
pened to him while he had worn it. When he was near 
the batteries, he always alighted, and he was so fortunate, 
that neither he nor his horses were ever wounded.” 

* * e *. * * * * . 


The Cossacks have been represented as little removed from 
savages; the following account shews them in a very different 


light, 
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“If a Cossack had a plentifal ration of brandy, bread, 
herring, and onions, allotted to him, he was contented; if 
to these was added a piece of boiled fish, he became a happy 
man; for these religious observers of Lent, would not for 
the world have toached meat. The Cossacks, young and 
old, are distinguished by a great partiality for children; they 
played with them, and bore all the sallies of their petalance 
without ever being out of humour: they would carry them 
in their arms for hours together, caressing them, and speak- 
ing to them in Russ, and endeavouring to make them prattle. 
Before sun-set, they commonly assembled in groups for the 
purpose of singing their hymns, or warlike songs; the me- 
lody of which is often very expressive. The ablest singer 
stands in the centre and leads the rest.” 


e * * * * . . . . * 


We shall close our extracts with an account of the Rus- 
sian mode of celebrating Easter. The Emperor of Russia 
and his forces were then at Dresden. 

“At break of day, the soldiers appeared most carefully 
dressed, and the Cossacks, the strictest observers of the re- 
ligious rites of their country, were especially observed pur- 
chasing eggs to present to their comrades, or milk, to pre~ 
pare the Pascha, or feast of Pentecost. The Russians every 
where were seen accosting each other in the streets, with- 
out distinction of rank, with the salutation, ‘ Christos woshres,’ 
Christ is risen; which was followed by the reply, ‘Istinnoe 
woshres,’ Yes, truly, he is risen. In this manner the elegantly 
dressed officer saluted the bearded Cossack, covered with 
his mantle of stuff. The Emperor himself did honour to 
this custom of his country, and having after midnight as- 
sisted at the solemn mass of Easter, in the Greek chapel, 
prepared in an apartment of the Brubl palace, which he in- 
habited, he addressed this pious salutation to the officers 
present. The feast of Easter morning was celebrated by 
the priests of several Russian regiments, in another chapel 
prepared at the residence of Prince Maximilian. It is said, 
that Easter was celebrated in the same manner in all the 
other towns of Saxony, in which any Russian troops were 
quartered, 
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THE RIVER DUDDEN, a Series of Sonnets; VaupRacour 
and Jutia; with other Poems. To which is annexed, A 
Topographical Description of the Country of the Lakes, in the 
North of England. By Witttam Worpswortu; 8vo. 


Peter Bett, and Benjamin, the Waggoner, had given us 
almost a disgust to Mr. Wordsworth’s Muse; for to such a ri- 
diculous height has he carried his affectation of simplicity in 
these two last productions, that he left us little hope of seeing 
his genius break the fetters of his school. It has done so, 
however, and it now bursts upon us with a brilliancy and 
pathos, a grandeur and a true simplicity, which, if he al- 
ways wrote thus, would, indeed, entitle him to be called the 
poet of Nature. 

The River Dudden is the principal poem; the author de- 
scribes, in a series of sonnets, thirty-three in number, the 
various beauties of scenery which adorn its course, and which 
he has painted in general in the most felicitous manner: the 
mind must have, indeed, little telish for the beauties of na- 
ture, that is not fired with enthusiasm in perusing his de- 
scription of them. In Vaudracour and Julia, he paints the 
power of love in a manner at once so natural, and so ex- 
quisitely poetical, that we regret we cannot extract some 
passages. The remaining poems, thongh not entitled to such 
high praise as those we have noticed, are nevertheless ex- 
tremely pretty. If our pleasure is now and then damped by 
the author’s relapsing into the peculiarities, or defects, which- 
ever our readers chuse to call them, of his school, it must be 
owned that these instances are rare, and we must not quarrel 
with what is excellent, merely because it is not quite perfect. 


TALES OF THE HEART; by Mrs. Opie; 4 vols, 12mo. 


PeRuaps no writer of the present day possesses so fully as 
Mrs, Opie the power of interesting us by presenting us with 
vivid and natural portraits of human feelings and passions, as 
exhibited in domestic life. Outer authors surprise, elevate, 
or dazzle our imaginations by romantic incident, splendid 
imagery, or the description of highly-wrought character, in 
scenes and situations remote from the habits of ordinary life ; 
but she has achieved the far more difficult task of uniting our 
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suffrages by narrating ordinary and probable events, in a 
manner at once true to nature, and yet novel and touching; 
while in the developement of character, she displays such an 
accurate knowledge of the human heart, such justness of prin- 
ciple, and so much warmth of feeling, as excite at once our 
sympathy and admiration. Some little disappointment will 
be felt, however, by those who contrast the tales before us, 
with her earlier productions, for much as we find in them-to 
praise, we ave yet compelled to say, they are in many pasts 
inferior to her former warks. ‘Ef, however, she lose in some 
respects by being compared with herself, there are few others 
by a comparison with whom she would not gain. The first 
tale, Love, Mystery, and Superstition, is very interesting; 
our sympathy is powerfully excited for the unfortunate Ri- 
naldo and Angela; but we must observe, Mrs. Opie has fallen 
into an errar, whey she speaks of the former as having taken 
his vows at seventcen; no monk can be professed previous 
to the age of twenty-one. The second tale, The Two Sir 
Williams, is a very pleasing domestic. sketch; the supper 
scene is admirable, and has a very dramatic effect. The 
story of The Two Sins, is exquisitely written throughout; 
Ronald never for a moment loses his hold on our hearts, 
Nothing can be more exquisitely pathetic than the descrip- 
tion of his feelings on leaving the paternal home, and on 
recovering his poor old parents; the contrast between him 
and his brutal brother is admirable. The catastrophe, though 
we were in some degree prepared for it, thrilled us with lror- 
ror. The story of A Woman’s Love, contains many striking 
passages ; but it is upon the whole inferior, both in inte- 
rest and pathos, to the generality ‘of Mrs. Opie’s produc- 
tions. The continuation of it, A Wife’s Duty, is much bet- 
ter written: the suffering wife, Helen Pendarves, is ad- 
mirably drawn; it is one of this authoress’s principal 
merits that she paints the feminine virtues in the brightest 
and the loveliest colours, The plot of The Opposite Neigh- 
bour, is ingenious and well wound up; but Evelyn’s ro- 
mantic stratagem is certainly inconsistent with the general 
tone of his character. The concluding tale, Benevolence and 
Selfishness, is delightfully written. Never did benevolence 
wear a more amiable form than that of Sir Edward Mere- 
dith. All the characters are, in fact, sketched in a masterly 
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manner, and supported with the greatest spirit throughout. 
The style of the work has the same elegant and pathetic 
simplicity which distinguish Mrs. Opie’s former productions. 
We regret that we can anly give a short extract; it is from 
the conclusion of the tale of A Wife’s Duty. z 

* oo * * * * * * 





* 

“Pendarves continued to resist the impurtunitics of La 
Beauvais to visit her; but at length she sent a friend to tell 
him, she believed she was dying, and trusted he would not 
refuse to bid her farewell. Pendarves could not, dared not, 
refuse to answer this appeal to his feelings; and he repaired 
to her hotel; in which, though he knew it not, she was main- 
tained by one of the new members of the Convention, whom 
she had inveigled to marry her according to the laws of the 
Republic. When he arrived, he found her scarcely indisposed ; 
and, reproaching her severely with her treachery, he told her, 
that all her artifices were vain; that his heart had aiways 
been his wife’s, though circumstances had enabled her to 
lure him from me; that now I had shone upon him in the 
moments of danger more brightly than ever, and was dearer 
than ever; and he conjured her to forget a guilty man, who, 
though never likely to be happy again with the woman he 
adored, yet still preferred his present solitary, but guiltless 
situation, to all the intoxicating hours which he had ‘passed 
with her. 

“La Beauvais, who really loved him, was overcome with 
this solemn renunciation, and fell back in a sort of hysterical 
affection on the couch, and while he held her hand, and was 
bathing her temples with essences, her husband rushed in, 
and exclaiming, ‘ Villain, defend yourself!’ he gave a pistol 
into the hand of Pendarves; then firing himself, the ball took 
effect: and while De Walden was waiting his return at his 
lodgings to give him my letters of recall avd of forgiving 
love, he was carried thither a bleeding and a dying man! 
But he was conscious; and while Juan, who called by ac- 
cident, remained with him, De Walden came to break the 
dread event to me, and bear me to the couch of the suf- 
ferer. : 

“He was holding my letter to his heart. 

«It has healed every wound there,’ said he, * except those 
by conscience made, and it shall lie there till all is over.” 

vaL. XI—S. 1. K 
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“ Silent, stunned, I threw myself beside him, and joined my 
cold cheek to his. 
“©Oh, Helen! and is it thus we meet? is this our re-union” 
“Live! do but live,’ cried I, in a burst of salutary tears, 
‘and you shall find how dearly I love you still; and we 
shall be happy !—happier than ever!’ 
“ He shook his head mournfully, and said, he did not de- 
sire to live, and to be so happy.” 





* * * * * * * * « * 


“saw before me not the erring husband—the being who 
had blighted my youth by anxiety, and wounded all the dear- 
est feelings of my soul, but the playfellow of my childhood, 
the idolized object of my youthful heart, and the husband 
of my virgin affections; and I was going to lose him, and 
he lay pale and bleeding before me, and his last, fond, lin- 
gering look of unutterable love was now about to close on 
me for ever. : 

“*She has forgiven me,’ he faltered out; ‘and oh! mayst 
thou forgive my trespasses against thee, Helen! It is sweet 
and consoling, my only love, to die here,’ said he, laying 
his cheek upon my bosom :—and he spoke no more! 


THE ONE-POUND NOTE, and other Tales; 2 vols. 12mo. 


Tuese volumes are the production of that ingenious and 
industrious novelist Mr. Lathom. They will not detract from 
his reputation. The first story, The One-Pound Note, is a 
tale of humble life; there is a good deal of originality in 
the plot; the character of William Mc Tavish is nataral and 
well drawn. The unfortunate Sandiman is spiritedly depicted, 
but we are not quite satisfied with him in a moral point of 
view. The catastrophe of this tale grates rather harshly on 
our feelings. We are much pleased with the second tale, 
The Wife, the Mistress, and the Friend; the character of 
Amelia is pleasing, and well supported throughout. The 
third story is a romantic tale; it is well written, and will 
be read with interest by those who are fond of the marvellous 
and surprising. 
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EPITOME OF PUBLIC AFFAIRS 
FOR JULY, 1820. 





From the deep and general interest which the situation of Her 
Majesty continues to excite, we feel certain that our fair readers 
will wish to have a regular detail of the proceedings in her case ; 
we shall therefore take up the subject from our last Number, in 
which we stated that she had refused to comply with the re- 
quest of the House of Commons. In consequence of her doing 
so, the Committee of Lords proceeded to the examination of 
the papers contained in the green bag; and from the contents 
of these papers, unsupported as they have yet been by any 
evidence, and unfounded as all the charges contained in them 
may, and we have no doubt will prove to be, the Committee of 
Lords have thought proper to recommend that a Bill of Pains, 
Penalties, and Divorce, should be brought against Her Majesty. 
Ministers eagerly seized this recommendation, and a Bill was 
accordingly brought in, charging Her Majesty with an adul- 
terous intercourse with a foreigner of the name of Bartolomo 
Pergami, or Bergami, whom she is stated to have taken into 
her service in a menial station, and afterwards conferred upon 
him, and upon his near relations, several of whom she is also 
said to have taken into her household, many marks of her 
especial favour and protection; that she has procured for 
Pergami orders of knighthood, and titles of honour; and that 
having taken upon herself, without any lawful authority, to 
institute an order of knighthood, she has conferred the same 
upon him.—The Bill also charges Her Majesty with general 
levity and impropriety of conduct; and concludes, by praying 
that she be deprived of the title of Queen, and that the mar- 
riage between Her Majesty and the King be dissolved. . 

The Bill having been read a first time, was then ordered to 
be printed, and copies of it furnished to their Majesties, and 
to their law-officers, The second reading of it -was fixed for 
the 19th of August, when a call of the House of Peers will 
take place at 10 o’clock in the morning, when counsel will be 
heard on both sides, and witnesses examined previous to the 
second reading of the Bill. Lords Grey, Holland, and Erskine, 
in speeches of considerable length, urged, that in justice to 
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the Queen, she ought to be furnished with a specification of 
the charges, and a list of the witnesses against her, with the 
respective abodes and conditions of the latter. The House, 
however, adjourned, without the suggestion of the Noble Lord’s 
being attended to. A copy of the Bill was sent to Her Ma- 
jesty; she received it with the dignified firmness of conscious 
innocence, and presented a Petition to the House of Lords, 
praying that a list of the witnesses might be furnished to her. 
This demand, in itself so just and reasonable, was ably and 
eloquently seconded by several of the Peers, but it was finally 
overruled for want of precedent. 

Justice, common sense, and common humanity, alike revolt 
from this proceeding, which gives to the accuser every advan- 
tage, and takes from the accused the fairest means of defence. 
From all that we have been able to collect, respecting the 
witnesses against Her Majesty, they are, generally speaking, 
of such a-description, that Her Majesty’s counsel, if they 
possessed the: means of making enquiries respecting them, 
could easily prove from their conduct and situation in life, that 
they are not persons to be believed upon their oath. Twelve 
of these persons arrived on the 7th of July, from Italy; and 
really, if they are to be regarded as a specimen of'the rest, we 
may conceive that ministers have searched all the receptacles 
of abjeot guilt and misery in the country to find them. Their 
‘appearance, ‘with one or two exceptions, is similar to that of 
those wretched-looking beings who go about our streets with 
monkeys and dancing-dogs. On their landing at Dover, they 
were much abused and very roughly handled, particularly by 
the women. The mail-coach was engaged to také them to 
London, but drove off without them, because the proprietor 
was afraid that the coach would be broken to picces. At last 
they got off in a post-coach and two post-chaises. It is said, 
that the Milan commission, by which the evidence has been 
collected against Her Majesty, has cost the nation upwards of 
£23,000, and we are sure that those who possess any know- 
ledge of the present state of Italy, will perféctly agree with an 
honourable member of the House of Commons, who declared 
that he was certain he could procure in that country, for half 
the sum, evidence enough to ruin the character of the most 
virtuous woman that ever existed. We may form some notion 
of the credit that is to he attached to Jtalian testimony, from 
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the circumstance of their own courts of justice, which certainly 
must know the national character better than we can pretend 
to do, having established a rule, that, in every criminal case, 
the party accused shall be furnished with a list of witnesses, 
and copies of the papers or proofs against them, eight days 
before trial; and that no witness shall be examined whose 
names and designations are not specified in such list. It should 
also be recollected, that in every town or village rather, in 
Italy, a dialect is spoken, which is nearly unintelligible any 
where else. Now it appears, that the whole country has 
been diligently searched for witnesses against Her Majesty, 
and pray, who is to put the testimony delivered in this va- 
riety of dialects or jargons rather, into such language as 
shall convey to us the true meaning of the witnesses?—the 
theory is nearly impossible. 

But though thus environed with perils, Her Majesty has 
lost none of the noble firmness which has hitherto marked 
her conduct; and her magnanimous conduct in this her present 
most trying situation, is properly appreciated by the people 
of England. Dutiful and loyal addresses have been presented 
to her from different parts of the kingdom, On the 15th of 
July, a most spirited address was voted to Her Majesty, by | 
the inhabitants of the borough of Newbury ; and on the 18th, 
Lord William Russel and Mr. Whitbread presented an Ad- 
dress from the borough of Bedford. Her Majesty has taken a 
villa at Barnes, as a summer residence; and we understand 
that it is her intention to continue in this country. 

On the 17th, a Court of Common Council was held, for the 
purpose of petitioning both Houses of Parliament to reject 
the Bill of Pains and Penalties against the Queen, on the 
ground of its being wholly inapplicable to the present times, 
and totally unfit to attain the ends of justice. This Petition 
was rejected by the Lords on the 19th. A similar petition has 
been also presented to the Commons, by whom it was re- 
ceived. . 

7th July, Lord Castlereagh gave notice in the House of 
Commons, that the King had given orders for the postpone- 
ment of the Coronation. Rumour now says that it is to be 
put off till next June. : 

Some time since, a stock-broker, , of, the name of William 

K3 
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Simpson, absconded to the Continent with considerable pro- 
perty, the frugal savings of industrious individuals, who en- 
trusted the same to him, to be deposited in the public funds. 
He has been taken, and brought back to this country; and on 
the 6th of July was indicted at the Old Bailey, for obtaining 
from William Offen, Exchequer-bills, and other negociable 
securities, to the amount of £1,000, and upwards. He was 
found guilty and sentenced to seven years’ transportation. 

“It is truly gratifying to us to be enabled to state, that the 
harvest every where throughout the United Kingdom, is likely 
to prove uncommonly plentiful. 

A case of much interest has recently been decided in the 
Court of Common Pleas: it was an action brought by Mr. 
Orme, against Messrs. Astley, Smith, Gaitskell, Hodges, 
Booth, and two others. ‘The plaintiff had formerly been a dis- 
tiller, but having failed in business, became agent for the 
house of Longdale and Company. The defendants, who were 
malt distillers and rectifiers, fixed the price of gin at twelve 
‘shillings a gallon, and passed a resolution, that any agent or 
servant, who should sell under that price, should be dis- 
charged by his employer. Mr. Longdale having a quantity of 
stock on hand, authorised the plaintiff to sell it 2d. a gallon 
under price, in consequence of which, the defendants insisted 
upon his discharging him; and refused otherwise to let him 
have a supply of raw spirits. Mr. Longdale was in: conse- 
quence obliged to dismiss Mr. Orme, who is a man of ex- 
cellent character, and has a large family. The situation, of 
which he was thus deprived, was about a thousand a year. 
The jury gave a verdict in his favour—Damages £1,500. 

A singular case came on on the 11th of this month, in the 
Court of King’s-bench._—Mr. Sergison, brother-in-law to Co- 
lonel Sergison, deceased, was the defendant; the plaintiff was 
the widow of the colonel. The object of the defendant was 
to prove, that a young girl of thirteen, whom Mrs. Sergison 
asserted was her own daughter and that of her deceased 
Husband, was in reality a suppositious child, who had been 
“imposed by Mrs. Sergison on her deceased husband as bis, 
After a trial of considerable length, the suppositiousness of 
the child was completely established.. This poor innocent, 
who was thus made the instrument of fraud, has a mother 
stil living, but in a very low station. 
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CauTION TO YOUNG LADIES HOW THEY FALL IN |.0VE.— 
A young lady of interesting appearance and respectable con- 
nections, was recently, in default of bail, sent ‘to the House 
of Correction, for molesting Sir Thomas Mostyn; with whom, 
it is stated, she has fallen violently in love, and who takes 
this method, which, is certainly not a very gentle one, of 
curing her passion. 

July 22d—Intelligence has just reached us, that a complete 
and bloodless revolution has taken place in Naples. The 
King has promised a free constitution to his‘subjects, and 
every thing is proceeding with the utmost harmony and tran- 
quillity. 

25th. Some further important information respecting the 
above, has arrived by way of Paris. It appears, that the 
period of eight days, which the king fixed in his proclama- 
tion of the 6th, for the publication of the constitution, was 
too long for the impatience of the army, or rather of those 
who direct it. The insurgents of Avellino accordingly sent 
deputations, while their associates at Naples formed com- 
mittees, and supported their demands. They required the 
constitution of the Cortes of 1812 to be adopted without de- 
lay, and signed by the king in twenty-four hours. A nego- 
ciation took place in the morning of the 7th, and about noon, 
a royal rescript appeared, in which his Majesty, alleging 
that the state of his health did not permit him any longer 
to execute the dutics of royalty, appoints his son, the Duke of 
Calabria, his Vicar-general, with all the rights attached to 
the rank which there is called Alter Ego. 

Soon after, the prince published a proclamation promising 
the constitution, but this did not satisfy the insurgents; they 
insisted that the promise should be made by the king, and 
signed by himself. Accordingly a new proclamation appeared 
in the evening, signed by the king, in which his Majesty 
confirmed the promise made by the prince his son, and pledged 
his faith to swear fidelity to the constitution before the pro- 
visional Junta about to be performed, preparatory to his 
taking the oaths before a general parliament lawfully assem- 
bled. Annexed to this proclamation was a decree by the 
‘prince, promulgating the adoption of the consitation, subject 
to such modifioations as the representatives of the nation 
might think proper. The same evening some regiments re- 
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turned in good order to Naples. All the inhabitants con- 
curredin maintaining tranquillity. 

The provisional junta was partially formed on the 10th ; 
it is to consist of fifty-five members, but as yet only five are 
appointed. They are to present to the prince a list of twenty 
names, out of which he will choose ten to complete the number. 
A commission of general safety for the city of Naples has 
also been formed. No disturbance is, however, apprehended, 
and, in particular, no possible danger to the Royal Family 
is anticipated. As for some days past no vessel has sailed 
from the port, it is believed, that a general embargo has 
been imposed. 


ae 


THE DRAMA. 


DRURY-LANE THEATRE. 


Suny 3d. A fair candidate for public favour made her 
debit in the character of Portia, in The Merchant of Venice. 
She is rather tall; her person is elegantly formed, and her 
countenance is handsome and expressive ; her voice is clear, 
full, and harmonious. She evinced throughout a just concep- 
tion of the author; and bating the timidity inseparable from 
a first appearance, played the part in a manner which 
justifies our saying, that she promises to be a great acqui- 
sition to the stage. Kean was the Shylock. We have not 
room to dilate upon the merits of his performance, we shall 
therefore only say, 

“He was the Jew which Shakspeare drew.” 

The house closed on the 9th, with the comedy of The 

Provoked Husband; it will re-open next, month. ¥ 


HAYMARKET THEATRE 


Orveneo on the 10th of July, with the Comedy of The Green 
Man, in which Terry played Mr. Green, with all the originality, 
spirit, and feeling, which marked his first performance of that 
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character. Jones also played his old part in his best man- 
rer. A new farce, called Oil and Vinegar, was afterwards 
performed for the first time. The main incident upon which 
the piece tarns, is taken from a farce now obsolete, called 
The Contrast. Two lovers, when in the bloom of youth, had 
entered into a contract, which was to be fulfilled when the 
‘gentleman returned from India; twenty years, however, elapse 
before be does come, and, in the mean time, the lady falls 
in love with a very young man, and the gentleman, on his 
part, conceives a violent attachment to a blooming girl. Of 
course, the object of each is to annul the contract; if we 
recollect right, this is managed in the old farce with mach 
More humour and spirit than in this new version of it, which 
Mr. Hook has given us. It is at length brought about; but, 
death to the hopes of the ancient inamoratoes, they discover 
that the two young people, to whom they are attached, are 
actually busband and wife. The old gentleman and fady 
act in the usual way, first scold, and then forgive the offenders; 
and being thus deprived of young helpmates, they return to 
their first views, and marry each other. Our readers will 
perceive by this sketch, that the piece has no claim to ori- 
ginality; but it is a showy, amusing trifle, which cbmplete- 
ly answers the principal purpose of farce, for it makes us 
laugh heartily. Terry (Sir Authur Grimsby), and Mrs. Gibbs 
(Lady Constance) were quite at home in the principal cha- 
racters. The former, always natural and chaste, Was emi- 
nently happy in his portraiture of the old baronet’; and the 
exquisite comic talents of Mrs. Gibbs were very sucvess- 
fatly exerted in depicting the tender emotions of the anti- 
quated maiden. We must not forget Jones, who, im the 
character of an active idlet, neglecting bis own affairs to 
attend to those of every body else, was inexpressibly ‘amas- 
ing. The farce went off with great spirit. The company mus- 
ters this year unusually strong. 


g) 
THE ENGLISH OPERA HOUSE. 


THE season commenced with a new opera, in one act, 
called The Promissory Note; it is a free translation of a 
French piece, entitled La Lettre de Charge; and is really an 
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exquisite morceau. The plot is regular, and very ingeniously 
contructed, and the dialogue remarkably easy and spirited. 
The performers appeared to have caught the French spirit of 
the piece, for they exerted themselves with more than their 
usual vivacity. Wrench depicted a fond husband, who does 
not know whether to be,jealous or not, in the happiest man- 
ner. Pearman played a lively character with much nature 
and spirit; and gave the songs in his best manner; but the 
sauce piquante to this delightful little piece, was our old fa- 
vourite Miss Kelly; her personation of the widow was ini- 
mitable. 

JuLy 20th. An opera, called Woman’s Will—a Riddle, was 
performed for the first time. We cannot enter into a de- 
tail of the plot, which is interesting, though not arranged 
with sufficient clearness. ‘The Duchess of Mantua, (Mrs. 
W. Chatterley) proposes a riddle to a young nobleman, Ce- 
sario, (Pearman) which he is to solve, under pain of impri- 
sonthent, perhaps death, if he fails. Cesario and the Princess 
Clementine, daughter to the Duchess, are lovers; she elopes 
from her mother, disguises herself, and offers her assistance 
to Cesario to find out the riddle. She appears in various 
assumed characters, and suggests many different things, but 
always avoids giving him the right solution, in the hope that 
he will discover it himself. He proves, however, so dull an 
expounder of riddles, that she is compelled at last to reveal 
it to him, and we are informed, that the solution of the 
enigma, Woman’s Will, is—always to have her will. This 
piece promises to be a great favourite; it is well written, 
and affords uncommon scope to the talents of the principal 
performers. Miss Kelly’s character was cxtremely arduous; 
but she was every way equal to it. Cesario was very well 
played by Pearman; Bartley performed an old courtier, who, 
with a very shallow understanding, affects profound skill in 
politics; this part is quite in his line, and he made the most 
of it. Harley, in Corvino, a servant, who is quite a gourmand, 
was inexpressibly ludicrous. 

The music is pleasing. The seenery and decorations do 
credit to the liberality of the proprietor. The Epilogue was 
spoken in character by Miss Kelly; it is neat, playful, and 
pointed; and we need not say, it was admirably delivered, 

@ company consists of the usual performers. 
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THE 


MIRROR OF FASHION 


FOR AUGUST, 1820. 


WALKING DRESS. 


A Roun high dress composed of cambric-m uslin: the skirt is 
trimmed at the bottom with full bands of thin jaconaut muslin, 
which are edged with Urling’s lace. The corsage is of mo- 
derate length in the waist; it fastens behind; the back is tight 
to the shape, and rather narrow at bottom; the front is richly 
ornamented with lace. Long sleeves, of an easy width, sur- 
mounted by very full epaulettes, formed into a double row 
of puffs, by letting-in lace. The spencer worn with this dress 
is composed of lavender coloured zephercene. The body is 
tight to the shape; the waist is the usual length. A large 
collar, lined with pink zephercene falls very low in the neck. 
The sleeves are nearly tight to the arm, and reach very far 
over the hand. The epaulette is composed of points of la- 
vender coloured satin, edged with pink zephercene; the bottom 
of the sleeve is finished by a cuff, also edged with pink. 
Head-dress, a bonnet composed of lavender coloured metal- 
lic gauze; the crown is round; it is ornamented with dra- 
peries of plain gauze to correspond; the brim is of a mo- 
derate size, and of a very becoming form; a bunch of white 
flowers is placed on one side of the crown; a lavender cc- 
loured riband ties the bonnet under the chin. Limeric 
gloves; black kid shoes. : 


EVENING DRESS. 


A ROUND dress, composed of Urling’s lace, over a white 
satin slip: the skirt is of an easy fulness; it is decorated at 
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the bottom with a trimming composed of rouleaux of bluc 
satin, laid on in a scroll pattern, and headed by a wreath 
of blue leaves, which are formed of an intermixture of satin 
and net; this trimming has a remarkably novel and striking 
effect. The corsage is rather long in the waist; it is tight to 
the shape in front; but has a little fulness at the bottom of 
the waist behind, A single fall of broad lace is set on full 
round the bust, and falls over. Short, full sleeve, composed 
of an intermixture of gros de Naples and lace. The hair is 
dressed very full on the forehead, in loose curls; it is a 
little parted in front; the hind hair is disposed in full bows, 
which are fastened up with pearl combs. Necklace and 
ear-rings, pearl, White kid gloves, and white silk shoes. 
We are indebted to Miss Pierpoint, maker of the corset d la 
Grecque, No. 9, Henrietta-strect, Covent-Garden, for both 
these dresses. 

We have to thank a marchande des modes in St. James’s- 
street, to whose elegant taste our Museum has frequently 
been indebted, for a sight of the tasteful novelties which 
we shall endeavour to describe to our fair readers. 

The firstis a pelisse and bonnet, calculated for the morn- 
ing promenade. The pelisse is composed of bright green 
reps silk, and lined with white sarsnet. The back is full; 
the waist of a moderate length; and the fronts tight to the 
shape. The collar, which partly stands up and parly falls 
in the neck, forms at once a collar and a small pelerine; 
it is rounded at the corners in front, but peaked behi::d. 
The sleeve is rather wide. The trimming, which goes ali 
round the pelisse, consists of a fulness of dark green satin, 
fancifully interspersed with large leaves of reps silk, which 
are so laid on as to furm the satin into puffs between the 
leaves. The epaulette corresponds with the trimming; the 
bottom of the sleeve, and the collar, is trimmed in a similar 
style, but the trimming is much narrower. A rich cord 
and tassel goes round the waist, and the hips are finished 
by silk ornaments, which, as well as the cord and tassel, 
correspond in colour with the dress. 

The bonnet is composed of an intermixture of green gauze 
and reps silk; the crown is rather low, but not so low as 
they are worn in general, and resembles, in some degree, a 
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Turkish turban in form; the crown is composed of silk, but 
there is a fulness of gauze goes round, the top, which is 
confined at regular distances by small straps of reps silk, 
in the shape of leaves: the brim is uncommonly large; it 
is much deeper on one side than on the other; it is composed 
of fluted gauze, and edged with green satin; a single fall 
of broad white lace is set on full round the edge of the 
brim; a bunch of unripe corn adotns one side of the crown, 
and a rich green riband fastens. it upder the chin, 

The other articles consist of a dinner and evening dress; 
the first is composed of clear muslin; it is cut moderately 
low round the bust, which is edged by a -broad lace, that 
falls over @ Venfant, and is looped up round the bust by 
very small pale pink satin bows; under this trimming, 
at the hind part of the bust, a double row of lace is set 
on fall, so as to form a round pelerine. The bottom of the 
skirt is trimmed with two rows of oval puffs, let in at some 
distance from each other; the spaces in which these puffs 
are set, are edged with pink satin; a row of muslin is let 
in full between the puffs, and the fulness. is confined here 
and there by small pink bows. 

The evening dress is composed of pale blue figured gauze ; 
the body is cut low round the bust; it fastens behind, 
and is made loose, but is formed to the shape by a white 
satin brace, of a very novel and elegant description, which ° 
crosses in the middle of the back, is terminated by a small 
peak behind, and forms a stomacher, which is also peaked 
in front; these peaks are edged with narrow blond, and the 
bust is trimmed to correspond. The sleeve is short and 
full; it is composed of blue gauze, surmounted by a small 
white satin mancheron. The skirt is trimmed with a full 
ruche of white transparent gauze, which is surmounted by 
a wreath of wild flowers. 

Promenade dress is nearly the same as last month; but 
white dresses are still more in favour. 

Fashionable colours are—pale blue, rose-colour, lavender, 
straw-colour, lilac, and different shades of green. 


VOL, XII.—S. 1. L 
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CABINET DES MODES DE PARIS. 
= 


In making our report of the home-dress of a Parisian 
élégante, we must begin with the dishabille, in which she 
appears at 

THE BREAKFAST-TABLE, 


and here I must confess, that the party who are adverse 
to French fashions, will have some reason to triumph; for, 
honestly speaking, I can say very little in praise of the 
breakfast-dress of our fair neighbours; it consists, at pre- 
sent, of a petticoat composed of perkale, made long and 
rather fall, and finished at the bottom by a very deep 
flounce, disposed always, in the most formal manner pos- 
sible, in deep plaits. A short wrapper is worn with this 
petticoat, which is vilely fashioned; for it is neither tight 
enough to fit the shape, nor sufficiently loose to have an air 
of easy dishabille; the waist is very long, the sleeves are 
also wide and long. The wrapper comes up to the throat, 
and is made with a wide high collar, which, during the 
present warm weather, falls into the neck, and forms a 
kind of pelerine, leaving the dress open at the throat. The 
wrapper is trimmed to correspond with the petticoat. 

Such is the matinal garb of a fashionable Frenchwoman; 
and my fair countrywomen might well exclaim against it, 
as a frightful disguise, if its dowdy effect was not in a 
great measure counteracted by a morning-cap, of an un- 
commonly simple and tasteful form, and which is always 
adapted to the particular style of countenance of the wearer. 
These caps are, in general, of the cornette, that is to say, 
mob-shape; but, as mobs do not become every body, and 
as round caps are not comme il faut in undress, a style 
of cap has lately been introduced, which partakes a little 
of the {form of both; and which is called a demi-cornette. 
Undress caps are, therefore, at present, of the cornette 
and demi-cornette kind.—The first are most in favour with 
the oval-faced belle, the latter is generally adopted by those 
ladies whose round or full faces render a mob-cap unbe- 
coming to them. 
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Let us now see of what materials these head-dresses are 
made, and what ornaments decorate them.—The first is 
appropriate enough; they are composed, in general, of fine 
muslin, and trimmed with narrow lace; the cauls are al- 
ways low;' some are quartered like an infant's cap; others 
are round, and are decorated with puffs of muslin let in. 
The majority are ornamented with embroidery at each side 
of the caul; and a few caps, made of cambric muslin, or 
perkales, as the French call it, have the cauls so covered 
with embroidery, that you can hardly discover the materials 
of which they are made. 

The cornettes have the ears, in general, cut small, and 
placed very far back; they just meet under the chin, 
where they fasten with a bow of riband; the demi-cor- 
nettes also fasten under’ the chin-with a riband; the 
head-pieces of both are of a moderate breadth, and there 
is always a full border of lace, which goes all round, and 
is frequently double, and even sometimes triple, over the 
face. I need hardly say, that this full style of border is 
generally worn by those ladies whose large and harsh fea- 
tures render it necessary for them to study how to throw a 
little softness into their countenances. 

Breakfast caps are either trimmed with knots or cockades 
of riband, or close wreaths made of riband, or rosettes com- 
posed of a mixture of riband and lace; flowers are never 
worn in complete dishabille; and I am sure, in this respect, 
all my fair readers will agree with me, that French taste is 
correct. 

Dinner gowns are of two sorts; the first are made in a 
half-dress style, and serve for home costume or social par- 
ties; the others are proper only for full dress, Half-dress 
is now universally made of perkale. Waists are worn very 
long; the body is made, in general, high, but without a 
collar. The sleeves are long, and almost tight to the arm;- 
but as this fashion cannot be generally becoming, those 
belles who are conscious that their arms are not round and 
well formed, have their sleeves made with alternate full 
broad bands, and plain narrow strips of muslin; by which 
ingenious contrivance the want of symmetry is concealed. 
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Let us now take a peep at full dress; the materials of 
which, at present, are gauze, crape, tissue, and white satin. 
‘The waist must be long; in other respects, a lady may 
have the body of her gown made as she pleases, and, you 
may be sure, to set off her figurejto advantage; thus, if she 
is well made, she appears in the robe a la vierge, the body 
of which fits the natural shape exactly; it is cut in a be- 
coming and modest manner round the bust, and the sleeves, 
which in fall dress must be short, are sufficiently so to 
display the beauty of the arm. If a lady’s figure is thin, 
the back of the dress is made full: and the folds round the 
bust give a fulness to that part of the form. Full-dress 
gowns are trimmed with lace or gauze flounces, or satin 
rovleaux. 

It-is to her coeffure that the attention of the French belle 
is. chiefly directed in full-dress; infinite are the prins which 
she takes, or at least which she makes her hair-dresser 
take, to arrange the braids and curls in a style most be- 
coming to her features; for, at present, the head-dress is 
of hair orngmented with feathers, flowers, or jowels; and 
some whimsical élégantes, who are handsome enough to look 
well in whatever they.. wear, occasionally mingle all three. 
When flowers are mingled with feathers, the former gene- 
rally form a wreath, which is placed at the base of the 
former, Roses, lilies, violets, honeysuekels, lilacs, labur- 
nums, and a variety of wild flowers, are all ‘fashionable. 
Blue, lilac, and rose-colour, are the only hues in favour for 
dresses; but white is in still greater estimation. 


seecee 
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THE 


APOLLONIAN WREATH. 


<i 


IBERIA.—Aw Ope. 


This beautiful Ode has been presented tous from the portfolio of a gentleman of 
distinguished talents, and was written upon seeing the transports, with the Bri- 
tish troops on board, pass Torbay, on their passage to Spain inthe ycar 1809. 


Hark! from proud Iberia’s shores 
The distant swell of battle roars! 
Hark! upon the evening gale, 
Shouts of freedom seem to sail, 
Whilst sounds confus’d float on the wind, 
Of triumph and of death combin'd! 
And lo! a form of giant size, 
Above the hills is seen to rise ; 
The curtled crown her bruw displays, 
Reflects the evening’s parting blaze, 
Her blood-red banner waving wide, 
Glitters o’er Biscay’s swelling tide, 
On bold Asturia’s vine-clad hills she stands, 
And calls, with echoing voice, her patriot bands— 


“ Spaniards! fam’d in warlike story, 
Ye whose sires for freedom bled! 
Mindful still of ancient glory, 
Proudly raise each dauntless head. 


“ Through your mountain barriers pouring, 
Gallia’s lawless hordes draw nigh, 
Whilst their eagles proudly soaring, 
O’er your plains in terror fly. 
L3 
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“ By those names in battle glorious, 
Who at Roncevalles died— 
By those valiant bands victorious, 
Who the Moorish ranks defied— 


« By each sacred bond I call you— 
By each heart-ennobling tie— 
Let not fear or death appal you— 
Blest in such a cause to die! 


“ Lo! before your harbours riding, 
Monarchs of the azure tide, 
Gallia’s powerless threats deriding, 
Britain’s fleets in peace allied. 


“ Rouz’d by every proud emotion, 
Which the swelling heart can warm, 
Mighty island of the ocean, 
"Zo! we claim thy powerful arm. 


“ By those manes dear to glory— 
By thy sable warrior’s shade— 
Oh! recall his matchless story, 
And impart thy generous aid.” 


Towering sublime upon her sea-borne car, 

Britannia hears the awakening call from far, 

With prows unnumbered cleaves the billowy main, 
And bears her freeborn sons to fight for Spain. . 
Her cause once known, each hostile feeling ends, 

For Freedom's champions are Britannia’s friends. 


SUMMER’S MOONLIGHT ROSES. 
By MIS8 MARY LEMAN REDE. 


On, Nature! every varying light, 
In which I view thee shining— 

The rosy morn—the starry night, 
Or peaceful day declining— 

Is dear to me, and as I trace 
Each bright and latent charm, 

I feel thy soft and silent grace, 
My spirits sweetly calm, 
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But though I love the orient beam, 
Which dewy ‘mort discloses, 
More dear the rays, ‘that brighly gleam 
On summer's moonlight roses. 





When all is hush’d, and every: star 
Its little light is throwing, 

Around the hills that rise afar, 
Where soft the stream is flowing. 

When contemplation loves to stray— 
When Sorrow loves to grieve, 

And fet the sighs she hush’d all day, 
Her pensive bosom heave— 

When patient Hope serenely calm, 
On some fond dream reposes— 

Then, then I feel the nameless charm 
Of summer's moonlight roses. 


I'd rather stray among their sweets, 
With those warm hearts that love me, 

While every pulse of feeling beats 
To that pure orb above me, 

Than ‘mid the cloudless glare of day, 
Enjoy the festive hour, 

While round the merry roundelay, 
Rings lightly through the bower. 

Oh! give me soft and silent night, 
When ev'ry flow’ret closes, 

And that pale beam that loves to light, 
And kiss the moonlight roses. 

June 3rd. 1820. 


VERSES, 


ON WITNESSING THE INTERMENT OF R. R. OF THE R. N. FROM A 
WINDOW WHICH LOOKED INTO THE CHURCH-YARD OF 
THE TOWN OF L- . 





In her cold arms let him be laid*, 
Who first his infant form caress’d, 

And pillow soft his shrouded head, 
Upon a mother’s breast— 





* He was laid in his mother’s grave. 
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And ever hallowed be their rest, 
Till the last trampet’s awful strain 
Shall break the death-spell on the tomb impress’d, 
And rouze the slumbering dust again. 


What spot so fitting for his rest, 
As where maternal ashes sleep? 
Or where so lightly on his breast, 
Can ye the green turf heap? 
There filial tenderness shall weep 
And bathe his grave with sacred dew; 
And to the winds that mournful cadence keep, 
Sigh forth an agoniz’d adieu. 


Ye, his young friends, oh! see him laid 
In the cold grave with honours due, 
Nor let the starting tear be staid, 
His fate demands from you. 
Then look beyond that heaven of blue 
To that fair land, and blissful shore, 
Where tears no more the face bedew, 
And grief, and sin, are known no more. 
Thule, 1818. Ora. 


| 


NEBUCHADNEZZAR’S DREAM.—A Fracment. 


Hear this, all nations of the peopled earth! 
Men of all tongues and every language, hear! 
May peace be your’s—peace from the God of hosts! 
OQ! bend the knee, and worship him in fear. 

I thought it good to shew the mighty signs, 

The signs and wonders which the God most high 
Had wrought on me, to crush my tow’ring pride, 
And prove His justice and His majesty. 

How dreadful are His signs! and, oh! how great 
The mighty wonders of His forming hand! 

His kingdom shall from age to age endure, 

And His dominion shall for ever stand. 

As I, Nebuchadnezzar, was at rest, 

Safe in my house, upon my couch reclin’d, 
Within my palace flourishing in strength, 

And care and sorrow strangers to my mind, 


i 
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Isaw a dream that made me sore afraid, 
And all my thoughts were dark upon my bed, 
Wild terror seized resistless on my soul, 
And all my thoughts of power and greatness fled. 
Therefore I sent abroad through all the land, 
And all the sages to my palace came, 
While I decreed, they should before me stand, 
And tell the hidden meaning of my dream. 
Thule, 1812. Ora. 


TO SUMMER. 


Ler me hail the lovely season, 
Bearing nature’s bounteous store! 
Let all hearts endow’d with reason, 
To the gracious Giver pour! 


Thanks from bosoms warmly glowing, 
With grateful sense of every joy, 
May the blessings from him flowing, 
No rude passions e’er destroy! 


Mildness, in our bosoms reigning, 
Emblem be of Summer’s breeze, 

May our hearts, new blossoms gaining, 
Fruitful be as summer trees. 


‘Nature, bearing wreaths of flowers, 
Wafting perfume on her gale, 
Now invites us to her bowers, 
All her choicest gifts t’ inhale! 


Though we shun the sun’s bright splendour, 
*Tis his warm inspiring ray, 

That doth odour, beauty render, 

To this lovely summer's day ! 


God his wisdom and his kindness 
Manifests where’er we range, 

Dark, indeed, that mental blindness 
That sees Him not in ev’ry change. 
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*Tis His breath embalms the roses! 
’Tis His glory lights the sun! 
When that flower its odour loses, 
When that orb his race has run— 


He invites us to his Heaven, 

There eternal summer reigns! 

With His blessings here, He's given 

Hopes of bliss, that never wanes! Exvira. 


TO MARY. 


Yes, Mary! every joy is past, 

Joy so pure could never last; 

Oh! ever thus, from infancy, 

I’ve seen the dearest hopes decay, 

A favourite flower, or shrub, or tree 
More cherish’d, sooner died away. 


As the summer Zephyrs breathing 
Gently o’er the still blue lake, 

Or the sun’s bright rays descending, 
Softly virgin slumbers break, 

So sweet and transient was the touch 
Of bewitching beauty’s blush. 


To call thee mine, oh! that were bliss 
As pure as angels ever felt : 

How pensive have I thought of this— 
How happy would have been our state, 
Had not th’ unerring hand of Fate 
Denied a joy so blest. 


There is not on this earthly sphere 

A wilderness more barren, 

That when death seizes all most dear, 

Our youthful hearts to sadden. E.P.R. 
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THE VIOLET. 


Sweet Violet! that ventures through 
A spot of earth, refresh’d with dew, 
Child of the borders of a wood, 

By silence nurs’d in solitude, 


How lovely thou art blown and seen, 
Amid thy glossy leaves of green! 
The light air plays along with thee, 
Unconscious flower of modesty. 


Instructed by simplicity, 

Youth, love, and beauty, smile in thee; 
Retirement, virtue, peace, content, 
Are like thy image and thy scent. 


O! while I wander studious by, 

Where thou hast life, and thou wilt die, 
May hope and fancy pleasure find 

To sing thy worth, and tone the mind! 


April, 1820. Prior. 


LINES 


Au! let me live amidst dread war's alarms, 
The cannon’s thunder, and the din of arms, 
The drum, the brazen trumpet, in mine ears 
Sound sweeter than the music of the spheres; 
Though pain and death in every form appear, 
My conscience sound, my soul shall know no fear. 
What though I perish on th’ embattled plain, 
What cause for grief? or why should I complain? 
"Tis for my country—’tis at honour’s call— 
I fight, resolv'd to conquer, or to fall, 
Perhaps around my consecrated bier 
My —— too may shed a tender tear: 
That thought will comfort yield at life’s last breath, 
And cheer my heart amidst the pangs of death ; 
But if a kinder lot the Fates command, 
And I return to Britain’s happy land, 
Again I'll hail my much-lov’d native shore, 
And fold my —— in my arms once more. 

Jat February, 1819. W. JS, 
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SOLUTIONS. 
TO THE CHARADE IN OUR LAST. 


Wuenr’er we see a cloudless sky, 
We straight proclaim the day is pry; 
And eyes are pry when hearts are hard, 
And suff’rers tales they disregard ; 
*Twere well if not a few such men 
Had not a home except a DEN; 
Such characters of light and shade, 
Are by the poets well display’d, 
When DRYDEN, with a Shakspeare, vies, 
To raise his Tempest to the skies. 

July 5th, 1820. wW.wW. 


Now the broad sun extends his power on high, 

The air is genial and the weather pry; 

Now the bold lion marches from his DEN, 

And seeks his prey in tracks untrod by men; 

Like DRYDEN’S shepherd, while my flock should feed, 

I, in the shade, would linger with my reed, 

To sweeten Rosa’s slumbers, and endear 

This loveliest season of the rolling year. P. 


rc rae 
NOTES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 





Thecommunications of Alpheus,—Germanicas,—S. l.—W. $,—*. Cambridge, 
J. M. Lacey,—and P. are received 


We have been favonred with several excellent Solutions of the Charade in 
our last, but as we have been unable to insert them, we trust the omission of 
them will be excused. 


The Essay of W. B. Esq.—*e, Paternoster Row,—Fidelia,—Amicns Femina, 
—J. H. B.—Candidus,—R, H.—Anna,—W. A —Ipswich,—G. Percy,—and P. 
are received. ; 





The Prize will be adjudged next month, and the fortunate Essay will ap- 
pear in the following one. 





Pad, Sept? 7820 ly Dean ke Miedisy. Thruatneedle Siro. 
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SEPTEMBER, 1820. 


Her late Royal Highness the Duchess of York. 


r we were to judge of a person by external appearances 
alone, or estimate the value of an individual by the ectat 
which has marked her actions, we should frequently be guilty 
of the greatest injustice, and form the most erroneous opinions. 
The most brilliant character, in@ct, may be the most aban- 
doned, and the most anobtrusive, the most distinguished for 
intelectual worth ; those therefore who stand the most conspi- 
cuous in the page of history, may not always be the most 
worthy of imitation, while numbers who have sunk into the 
grave with scarce a stone to tell where they lie, may have 
been patterns of all that is lovely in woman, or estimable as 
heman beings. Virtue, indeed, less rarely shines as a meteor 
than asa steady luminary, which, diffusing its brightest beams 
round its own orbit, cheers all who come within the sphere of 
its power with its benignant influence, and serves at once as 
a beacon to warn from danger, and an ensign to lead to si- 
milar exceHence. Such has been the case with the present 
amiable subject of our Memoir, whose life was one of such per- 
feet retirement, that the biographer will ever find it a difficult 
task to collect sufficient materials to compose a narrative 
capable of satisfying the curiosity of his readers; bat if, as 
a celebrated author observes, “ that woman is best of whom 
keast is said,” and that the highest compliment which can be 
paid to any female, is, that ‘ that she was known only in her 
domestic circle,” then may we cease to regret that the name 
of the Duchess of York will not be blazoned in the proad 
annals of Fame, and that she has passed away with only the 
VOL. XH—s. 1 “ es 
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simple tribute of individual worth to mark her existence. 
She is gone, indeed, where good deeds receive their best re- 
ward ; but the memory of her virtues, of her extensive and ju- 
dicious charities, of her universal benevolence and affability, 
will long be cherished in the breasts of those who had either 
the pleasure to witness, or the happiness to share, their effects. 

Her Royal Highness, Frederica Charlotta Ulrica, Duchess 
of York, was the eldest daughter of the late King of Prussia, 
by his Majesty’s first consort, the Princess of Brunswick 
Wolfenbuttel, and was the only offspring of that union. She 
was born May 7th, 1767, and owed, as in many other cases, 
most of the virtues which distinguished her character, to the 
watchful solicitade and tenderness of her mother, under whose 
eye she was carefully educated. His Royal Highness, the 
Duke of York, it is said, first saw and admired her at a 
grand review at Berlin, and on his second return to the 
court of Prussia, in the year 1791, he, by the consent of his 
royal parents, demanded the princess in marriage. The pre- 
liminaries were very quickly settled, the only one of any con- 
sequence being on the part of the King of Prussia, which sti- 
pulated, that His Royal Highness the Duke of York, upon no 
failure whatever of issue in the Royal line of the present fa- 
mily, should assert any claim upon the throne of Prussia, which 
restriction being instantly complied with, the ceremony was 
performed in the presence of the Royal Family of Prassia, 
and the principal Ministers of state, on the 29th of September, 
in the same year. The Royal Pair arrived in England about 
the latter end of the ensuing November, and the ceremony 
of a remarriage, which, by the act of Parliament, was in- 
dispensible, was performed at the Queen’s house, on Wed- 
nesday, the 23d of the same month. 

From the delicate state of her Royal Highness’s health, a 
life of retirement was always most congenial to her inclina- 
tions and happiness; but active in the service of others, her 
whole time was occupied in promoting the good of all who 
surrounded her, and it may safely be affirmed, that there 
is not a person in the neighbourhood of Oatlands, who has not 
had some cause to bless and respect her memory. She founded 
several excellent institutions, which His Royal Highness the 
Duke of York, has ordered to be continued, and he has, in all 
other respects, scrupulously complied with whatever he sup- 
posed were the wishes of his deceased consort. 

{y' stature, the Duchess af York was rather below the coms 
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mon height, and her figure was proportionably delicate and 
slight ; her countenance was pleasing ; her complexion was ex- 
ceedingly fair, her hair light, her eyelashes extremely long, 
and her eyes blue, and remarkably brilliant; the general 
contour of her face bore a strong tesemblance to our own 
Royal Family. She read a great deal, was skilled in the usual 
accomplishments of her sex, and though not attached to the 
fine aris as a student, was remakable for the excellence of her 
judgment ; her leisure hours were devoted to the pursuit of horti- 
culture, of which she was passionately fond ; and the celebrated 
grotto and beautiful gardens of Oatlands will bear sufficient tes- 
timony that, in this respect, her taste could not be excelled. 

Her Royal Highness had long been in a declining state of 
health, and laboured under a dropsy and spasmodic affection 
of the chest; her sufferings consequently were extremely great, 
though alleviated by all that art could effect, or tenderness 
suggest; her death, therefore, as far as it concerns herself, is 
an event rather to be rejoiced at than deplored; nature, 
however, will demand her just tribute, and when the- virtu- 
oas die we cannot but mourn their departure. Her Royal 
Highness expired about nine o’clock on Sunday morning, Au- 
gust the 7th, in the 54th year of her age. 

Qn Monday, August 14th, the last solemn duties were paid 
to the remains of this lamented princess. ‘The obsequies were 
celebrated, by her own desire, in the most private manner, 
in the parish-church of Weybridge. About eleven o’clock on 
Monday, a number of children, whom the Duchess had sup- 
ported, habited in deep mourning, and weeping bitterly at 
the loss they had experienced, were led round the coffin two and 
two, by some of the ladies in waiting. At three o’clock, the 
procession, of which these children made part, set forward, 
and was niet at the gate of the church-yard, by the Rev. Dr. 
Haultain, and Clarencieux, King at Arms, when the coffin hay- 
ing been placed in the principal aisle, the burial-service was 
continued by the Rev. Dr. Haultain, not, however, without 
being repeatedly interrupted by the audible grief of the chil- 
dren, and of many of the spectators; when it was finished, 
Clarencieux proclaimed the style and title of the deceased ; 
and the procession returned to Oatlands, with the exception 
of the Duke of York, who set off for London; and thus, with- 
out further pomp, the mournful ceremony was concluded. 
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MARRIAGE; - 
A TALE. 


Hating himself at ev'ry step he taken, 
His mind approves the virtue he forsakes, 
And yet forsakes her. Crass. 


SKILLED in every graceful accomplishment, De Courcy never 
appeared to greater advantage than in a ball-room, and never 
had he been more emulous to excel, or more successfal in 
his endeavours, than at the present time. At the conclusion 
of the set, he led his beautiful partner to a retired and cool 
seat near the window, where they were almost concealed by 
the aromatic shrubs which were placed near it. The moon 
had just risen in all her loveliness, and illumined the spot 
where they were sitting; the sight recalled the wandering 
thoughts of De Courcy. ‘“ Those gentle beams,” said he to 
himself, “ are now shining full on the windows of my Agnes’s 
chamber! most probably she is at this moment buried ‘in 
sweet forgetfulness.’ Sleep on, my beloved; may angels guard 
thy rest!” “De Courcy,” cried her ladyship, “ whither are 
you gone?” He started, and was proceeding to apologize for 
his abstraction, when he was interrupted by the voices of 
persons who appeared very near them. “ Surely,” said one, 
“TI cannot be mistaken! was not that Arthur De Courcy 
who was just now dancing with Lady Desmond. I only 
saw him once sometime since, but he is not easily forgotten.” 
“You are right,” replied the other; “but from whence he 
springs, I am ignorant, but I suppose he has been doing penance 
in the country for his former extravagance.” De Courcy’s cheek 
burned with an indignant glow at this observation, and ke would, 
perhaps, have discovered himself, but the conversation was 
instantly continucd in a manner which kept him silent, “I 
am told he is married; is his wife here?” ‘No. I hear, how 
ever, she is extremely beautiful, though very unft for the 
wife of a man like De Courcy; an automaton, a mere do~ 
miestic drone.” “ What could possibly induce him to marry 
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her?” “ Love.”. ‘ Love! from what cause, if what you say. 
be true.” “Nay, that I cannot possibly tell, so 





Peace, curious fool, be still, 
Is human love the growth of human will? 


At all events, he seems badly mated, and not worse than 
this fascinating Lady Desmond. Who could ever have sup- 
posed she would have married a man like Sir William. . 
What think you of an exchange? Sir William and his Pas- 
torella would have suited admirably, while De Courcy and 
her ladyship would have made a most delightful pair.” The 
heart of De Courcy had beat with increasing violence dur- 
ing this conversation, and, at the coneluding words, he al- 
most involuntary tarned to her ladyship; the bright beams 
of the moon shone full on her face; their eyes met; they both 
trembled, but remained silent. De Courcy felt he ought to 
speak, and again turned to her; again their eyes met, but 
instantly her’s were withdrawn in evident emotion; his agita- 
tion became nearly insupportable; his tongue appeared chained, 
and he remained as if bound by a spell. A tear suddenly 
dropped from the rose over which her ladyship bent, upon 
his hand; he started. “‘ Georgiana!” he exclaimed, gently 
encircling her. ‘“ De Courcy!” she softly murmured, while 
her head sunk upon his shoulder. ‘Oh! dearest, dearest 
Lady Desmond,” cried De Courcy, “why do you weep? 
Oh! suffer me——” The voice of Sir William at this mo- 
moment roused them from their dangerous situation; he was 
enquiring for them, and in an instant they were both at his 
side. Sir William was too unconscious, and too happy to 
observe any agitation in either of them, and even the par- 
ties themselves seemed scarcely sensible of what had passed ; 
but De Courcy was in reality too much disturbed to endure 
the gaiety of the scene, and shortly after took his leave. 

His bosom was now all confusion; the feelings which agitated 
it were so mixed, so contradictory, and so unexpected, he 
coald neither analyze nor altogether account for them. “Ag- 
nes!” he exclaimed, “ I love thee as my soul’s best treasure, 
thou only art mistress here 7” but ashe pressed his hand to 
his breast, he felt the rose which the beautiful Lady Desmond 
had bathed with her tears, and which, when she dropped in 
her confusion, he had hastily secured, and placed there. “Oh! 

u3 
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lovely, vo lovely Georgiana!” added he, “why did I ever 
see you?’ Wretch that I am! can it be that I am the cause 
of sorrow to thee? He walked with increased speed to his 
lodgings, where, on his arrival, he found a letter from Agnes 
lying on the table; he hastily seized it, and ran over its 
contents with precipitation and impatience. 

-“T cannot, my De Courcy,” said she, “affirm that the 
hours pass slowly, though, I confess, they sometimes pass 
2 little heavily, away. Morning has hardly dawned, ere I 
find it evening, and evening becomes almost as rapidly 
morning: constantly occupied, I have no time for regret, and, 
but that my heart beats less warmly because I hear not my 
De Courcy’s step, but that my eye no longer meets the ap- 
proving smile of my beloved, and that the uninterrupted si- 
lence of the evening hour seems to oppress me with an un- 
usual sense of fatigue, and thata foolish tear will then invo- 
luntarily start, I should, perhaps, almost forget my husband 
was so many miles distant from me. ‘Yet how happy shall. 
Ibe when you are again restored to me! My darling babes 
almost make me angry with them, since, but for them, I 
might be with you. I ought not, however, to say this, if 
it were only for the pleasure our Edward afforded me the 
other evening; you must forgive a mother's prolixity, for re- 
member my nursery is at once my boudoir, my drawing- 
room, my all—of gaiety and variety. You recollect our fa- 
vourite passage in Kotzebue, “ the mother’s pleasures”—yes, 
dearest, we have watched the ivory tooth jast peeping from 
its rosy bed, we have rejoiced at our darling’s first attempt 
at walking, and we have experienced the delightful sensa- 
tions causcd by the first utterance of—papa, but, oh! he 
has not named the sweetest, purest joy a mother feels; that 
he has left for the feeble pen of your Agnes. lor the first 
time, I taught our pretty boy to kneel down beside me 
and repeat after me, ‘God bless and protect dear Papa, 
and bring him safe to us again, we implore thee.’ De 
€ourcy ! when, in imitation of me, I saw his beautiful eyes 
raised to that throne where my own best hopes repose, when 
I beheld his innocent hands folded in the attitude of earneat 
prayer, and heard the name of his Maker, for the first time, 
tremble on his lips, I felt an emotion that almost overpow- 
ered me, ‘ Receive my babe, oh! heavenly Father,’ I cried, 
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“make him thine eternally, preserve him from the contami- 
nation of the world, and grant, ob! grant his petition!’ What, 
my beloved, would I not havo given could you have clasped 
the darling to your heart, as 1 did to mine, when, starting 
up, he threw his snowy arms around my neck, and pressed my: 
cheek with his glowing lips, while he exclaimed, ‘ Bless ma- 
ma too, dear, dear mama.’” “ And may Heaven bless her,” 
ejaculated De Courcy, bursting into tears; “I need thy 
prayers, my boy; thou hast a weak, if not a guilty father! 
Ob! would that I were with you again; thy innocence might 
preserve me!” 

He threw himself upon his bed, and sought in forgetfal- 
ness a relief to the painful sensations which oppressed him, 
but sleep fied from his eyes: restless because unhappy, and 
unhappy because dissatisfied with bimeelt’, his fancy recalled 
no image on which he could dwell with complacency, nor offer 
any sabject on-which he could meditate with interest or com- 
posare. The past, the present, and the future, were equally 
present to his view, and the forms of Agnes and her boy, of 
Lady Desmond and his friend, floated equally indistinct be- 
fore him. In this disturbe:l state, he could not avoid com- 
paring his present feelings with those only of a few weeks 
prior datc, and contrasting the heated apartment he had just 
quitted, and the disordered one he now oceupied, with the 
pure chamber of his Agnes, perfumed with the breath of 
the roses which almost reached its casement, his confused 
thoughts, his feverish temples and aching head, with his late 
peaeeful sensations and approving conscience, and fervently 
wishing he was again an inhabitant of his retired and happy 
home; but to regret weakness and to conquer it arc very 

. different. No one’s conceptions of right and wrong could be 
more correct, or more nicely defined than were De Courcy’s; 
and it had ever been his lot, in all his dirclictions from the 
path of rectitude, to follow vice when he had most venerated 
virtue, and thus to add to the painfal conviction of error, the 
knowledge that he had always acted against his own judgment. 

Many and contradictory were the plans which he laid down 
for his future conduct, and the morning dawned ere he had 
come to any decisive determination how to act. Prudence 
told him he ought instantly to avoid all former intimacy; 
it was true, he could not accuse himself of being in love 
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with Lady Desmond, but reason compelled him to acknow- 
ledge that he was agitated at her remembrance. beyond what 
he ought to be, that a something had passed between them 
which ought to have been suppressed, and that he could not 
continue in her society without manifest danger to both. But 
how could he withdraw himself? What excuse could he make 
to Sir William, or even to the fair Georgiana herself, without 
appearing to interpret to her conduct a meaning of which she 
might be perfectly innocent of, and which could not fail to 
offend her delicacy. ‘I must go to Desmond House,” said 
he at length, ‘“‘as usual, but I must be more cautious. I 
will avoid all allusion to last night’s occurrence, and most 
probably I shall find, I had no ground whatever for appre- 
hension, and that I was a blockhead for noticing it at all.” 

Accordingly he paid his accustomed visit; her ladyship 
blushed as he approachod, and her tremulous hand and 
averted eyes, as he paid his morning salutation, betrayed that 
she at seast had not forgotten what had passed. Several 
days, however, elapsed, without giving rise to any fresh in- 
cident, and no indifferent spectator could have perceived 
the slightest alteration in the conduct of either; but though 
no appearance seemed externally to mark a difference, it was 
not the case internally with De Courcy, Before the evening 
mentioned, he had been extremely happy in the society of 
Lady Desmond, and as a remarkably handsome woman and 
delightful companion, le had greatly admired her, and felt 
flattered at being distinguished by her partiality, but further 
he had not gone: now, unfortunately, he viewed her with very 
different eyes; beautiful as he before confessed ber, she had 
now acquired still stronger claims to beauty, and the encomiums 
which were passed upon her charms were grateful to his 
own vanity, since he believed that that creature so lovely and 
so admired, for whom every man in private sighed, was 
secretly a prey to love of himself, and as. he watched the 
inelting softness of her late brilliant eyes, the suppressed sigh, 
and the varying colour which played on her cheek when he 
addressed her, he was rapidly imbibing a poison, as fatal 
as seductive, and yielding to a passion which, begun in weak~ 
ness, could end only in guilt. 


(To be continued.) 
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THE CONFESSIONS OF A BENEDICT; 


A TALE FOR MARRIED MEN. 
CHAP Il. 


For still the world prevailed, and its dread laugh, 
Which scarce the firm philosopher can scorn. 





As the winter began to set in, EF found it attended with 
considerable inconvenience to reside so far from the spot 
where our business was carried on, and to accommodate me, 
Letitia willingly agreed to remove to town, although the 
dirt and bustle of the city were particularly disagreeable to 
her. In compliance with the request of Wilmot (the young 
man whom I before mentioned), I had agreed to his boarding 
with us, and found his society a more agreeable acquisition 
than I had expected; he possessed a great flow of spirits, 
and a fund of humour which afforded us considerable amuse- 
ment; and I sometimes jestingly told Letitia, that she could 
not possibly feel dull in my absence while she had such an 
intelligent young man to entertain her. “ Wilmot is certainly 
very good-natured and entertaining,” she would reply, “ bat 
you cannot surely suppose that his conversation is in any 
degree interesting to me; therefore I hope you will not con- 
sider his being our inmate any sort of compensation for 
your occasional absence.” 

“You are a terrible monopolizer, my dear Letitia,” said 
I to ber one day when we were chatting on the subject, 
“<I can assure you that my extraordinary attachment to home 
has already drawn on me the ridicule of some of my acquaint- 
ance. You must, I think, take a lesson from some of your 
female neighbours, who consider the absence of their husbands 
a sort of holiday which leaves them at liberty to enjoy them- 
selves without restraint.” “In what way?” asked Letitia 
archly. “Nay, that 1 must not presume to guess; but most 
probably in a very innoccnt manner, as their various tastes 
may incline.” She smiled. ‘<I am glad to find you so li- 
beral in your ideas; you were not always so, I believe?” 
“ Emily Dalton has told you so, no doubt?” “Indeed you 
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mistake; Emily, instead of endeavouring to depreciate you, 
has always placed your conduct and sentiments in the most 
favourable point of view: and it was her partial representa- 
tion that overcame the scruples of my aunt, who had con- 
ceived an opinion that you were of too versatile a dispositicn 
ever to make what she considered a good husband.” ‘“ Emily 
was very kind,” said I laughing, though a little piqued by 
her remark, ‘to persuade you of the merit of one she her- 
self thought proper to refuse.” ‘‘ What do you mean?” asked 
Letitia, looking earnestly at me, “did you ever address my 
cousin?’ ‘1 did, indeed, and she refused me; but, without 
vanity, I think I may venture to assert, that her friendship’ 
for you was the principal cause of her being so cruel.” I then 
related all the particulars. ‘“ My cousin’s conduct has been 
generous and disinterested,” said Letitia; ‘she never gave 
me the slightest hint on the subject, but always in her letters 
assured me that your affections were devoted exclusively to 
me.” Her voice faltered as she spoke. “And so they were,” 
I returned warmly ; “I hope that what I have now unguardedly 
mentioned leaves you no room to doubt it.” “Not while 
your conduct tends to keep doubt at a distance,” she re-- 
plied significantly; “‘ but if I find that Emily was mistaken 
in her opinion of your character, I shall be more than half in- 
clined to think she was also wrong in her conjectures respect- 
ing your sentiments.” The subject was then dropped; but I 
occasionally perceived a certain dejection of spirits in my 
wife which made me apprehensive that I had inadvertently 
revealed what it would have been more prudent to conceal; 
and, to remove every unpleasant sensation from her mind, 
I redoubled my assiduities, and had soon the satisfaction to 
perceive her wonted cheerfulness and confidence in my af- 
fection completely restored. 

For a considerable time after this, our domestic harmony 
continued uninterrapted, until an unluckly circumstance oc- 
curred, which brought on a train of consequences, that even 
now I look back upon with shame and regret. On the day pre- 
eeding the anniversary of our marriage, Letitia desired me 
to keep myself disengaged. ‘ To-morrow,” said she, “I in- 
tend to make you submit entirely to my governance; and I 
claim your company the whole of the day; you must not even 
Jet business cali you away: we will make it our jubilee, and 
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invite omly those whom we have a sincere regard for. I sup- 
pose I need not remind you, that it is our wedding-day.” 
“Is it?” cried I unthinkingly, and, in fact, a little discon- 
certed; for I had previously given my promise to dine with 
Elderton, and a party of his friends at the London Tavern: 
“are you not mistaken, Letitia?” ‘No, I am quite sure,” 
replied she, pointing to the day of the month in the almanack ; 
“Tam sorry your memory is not so good as my own, upon 
this occasion; but now I have reminded you, I hope it is suf- 
ficient.” ‘‘ My dear Letitia,” said I, taking her hand, “my 
heart will be with you; but I am sorry to say, I have in- 
considerately made an engagement which I cannot with pro- 
priety break. I will, nevethelesss, steal away, and be with 
you at an early hour.” Letitia was too much hurt at this 
unlooked-for disappointment to make any reply; she turned 
her head aside, and burst into tears. It was the first time I 
had ever seen her weep since our marriage, and it instantly 
determined me to indulge her, even at the risk of offending 
Elderton. ‘Come, come, Letitia,” said I, tenderly, ‘‘ you 
must not take it seriously; since you pay me so high a com- 
pliment, depend upon it I will not prove ungrateful; so dry 
your eyes, and look happy once again: to-morrow shall be 
devoted to you and pleasing recollections.” “I fear,” said 
letitia, shaking her head, and at the same time forcing a 
smile, ‘‘ there is more of gallantry than sincerity in that 
speech.” I laughed at the observation, but my heart at the 
same time smote me that she had, indecd, penetrated the 
trath, a truth which I could scarcely bear to acknowledge, 
even to myself; yet such is man! fickle, ungrateful man! 
who seldom appreciates justly that tenderness which fond, con- 
fiding woman is ever ready to bestow, or values it only as 
it affords a certain degree of gratification to his own va- 
nity. 

1 hastened to seek Elderton, and, weakly ashamed of the 
real motive which induced me to relinquish the engagement 
I had made with him, pretended that the unexpected arrival 
of a friend from the country, made it impossible for me to 
join his party. Elderton accepted the apology; but suspect- 
ing from my manner, that I was decciving him, questioned 
Wilmot, who, not knowing any thing of the matter, innocently 
betrayed me, 
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Letitia, though much pleased with my acquiescence, could 
not help evincing, by her behaviour, and some pointed re- 
marks, that she feared I bad made a sacrifice of my incli- 
nations in order to gratify her, and this threw a damp upon 
the spirits of both, which detracted much from the expected 
pleasure of our domestic jubilee, For my own part, I was 
tormented with the thought, that by yielding thus readily to 
her tears in this first instance, I had in a. manner subjected 
myself to the liability of being frequently played upon in 
the same manner, and, puffed up with false pride and ima- 
ginary consequence, almost argued myself into a belief, that 
it would have been even better to have opposed her wishes, 
than to have compromised my own independence. In conse- 
quence of these reflections, the day passed heavily on. In 
the evening, Letitia proposed a walk, and we strolled into 
the Temple gardens; we had taken but a few turns, when a 
party of young men, obviously elevated with wine, came in; 
among them I perceived Elderton, and would have avoided 
him; but observing me, he immediately turned to one of his 
companions, and pointing towards us, said somcthing which 
I could not hear, but which caused them to laugh heartily. 
They then advanced, and paid their compliments to my wife 
as decently as they could. 

“Have you got rid of your country friend?” asked Elder- 
ton, winking significantly at his companions, I felt my cheeks 
glow, and muttered something like an affirmative. “Then 
you have no pretence for refusing to join us this evening,” 
said Elderton ; ‘“‘Captain Montgomery is to meet us at the 
Haymarket; he was much disappointed at not seeing you 
according to promise; he expects to sail to-morrow, and there 
is still some business left undone.” “I cannot, indeed, join 
you to-night,” said I, “‘so must beg you to make the best 
excuse in your power to the captain.” ‘ Pho! pho! non- 
sense,” cried Elderton, “I shall make no more excuses, I 
assure you: your good lady has no objection to your leav- 
ing her for an hour, I am certain; she looks too good-na-~ 
tnred to be so unreasonable.” Letitia, indignant at this ap- 
peal, which she could readily perceive was more than half 
sarcastic, deigned not any reply, but, turning to me, said, 
“You can just see me home, and then do as you please.” 
“We shall expect you,” said Elderton, as he quitted us; 
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and we had scarcely turned round, when I heard one of the 
party exclaim, theatrically, 

“ When wife the hasband overreaches, 
He the petticoat and she the oP 
Their loud peal of merriment drowned the concluding rhyme; 
and I hurried on proveked without measure. 

Letitia remained silent and thoughtful. “You see,” said I, 
at length, “how impossible it is for me to do as I wisb.” 
“Yes,” she replied, with some warmth, “if you have not 
sufficient resolution ta withstand the banter of a few dissi- 
pated young fellows.” “TI should not regard that,” I retuned 
somewhat pettishly; but. it interferes with coneerms of more 
importance.” “And is not the happiness of those whom he 
is beund to protect and love of importance te any man of 
principle?” ‘“‘ Women are. apt to attach the name of happi- 
ness to the most silly indulgences, and sometimes. that of mi- 
sery to the slightest contradiction.” ‘‘ Yeu are out ef hu- 
moar, I find,” said Letitia, “therefore I shall net take apy 
notice of that illiberal remark.” “I have made myself the 
butt of my acquaintance to gratify a childish whim.” ‘“ Join 
the party then,” said Letitia; “ your society can afford me 
little pleasure, while your wishes point in an opposite di- 
rection.” ‘You wrong me, indeed, my dear Letitia,” said 
I, somewhat softencd by the dejected tone in whioh she 
spoke, “ my wishes must rest with you: bat it is sometiags 
necessary to bend to opinions.” Letitia shook her head; but 
being unwilling to. say any thing further to irritate my feel- 
ings, while she perceived I was smarting beneath the sense 
of ridicule, she again desired I would comply with Eldesten’s 
request. “The plea of business will, I think, excuse you to 
my aunt and Emily,” said she; “we can anause ourselves 
for an hour or two, and, I tsust, that will be the extent ef 
your absence,” I assured Letitia that I would vetuam as 
soon asI had spoken with Captain Montgomery ;. aud having 
seen her to the doer ef our house with the ether ladies, I 
bade her abasty adieu, and hurried in quest of Etdesten, 





(To be continued.) 
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THE PURLOINED VEIL; 


or, 
THE SWANS. 


(Concluded from page 74.) 


“Calista,” said she, ‘“ was walking on the sea-shore in com- 
pany with her sisters; they had the imprudent curiosity to 
go beyond the limits which I had prescribed, to ‘explore 
such parts as were unknown to them. A privateer happened 
to be anchored behind a small cape, when my youthful and 
thoughtless daughters advanced unconscious of the danger 
that threatened them. One of the crew suddenly rushed from 
behind a hedge where he lay in ambuscade, and seized the 
poor Calista, who had stopped a little behind in search of 
an ornament which she had lost. He carried ber in his arms 
on board his ship, and took her home with him to his own 
country. By dint of insinuating manners and constant at- 
tention, he contrived to gain her affection. He was young, 
handsome, and in love; he, therefore, had no difficulty in 
suceeeding. Forgetful of her birth, she was very near giv-~ 
ing -her hand to her seducer; but, by mere chance, she had 
the ‘good fortune one day to find among her lover’s goods 
the precious jewel she was looking for when he carried her 
away, and which he had most likely found, and secreted with a 
view of separating her from her sisters, and of seizing her per- 
son when she was left alone. Sbe was so indignant at this 
trick, that, in the first moment, she loved bim no longer. On 
that same day, a vessel from her own country reached the 

“shores where she resided ; the love she bore her native land, 
the idea of her mother’s tears,and the powerful voice of rea- 
son, united with her just anger, prompted her to escape from 
the place of her captivity, where she was not strictly guarded, 
as her seducer relied on the love which he had inspired 
her with. Alas! that unfortanate passion which had taken 
possession of her heart, has followed her across the seas. A 
profound grief consumes her, and renders her insensikle ta 


THE LADIES’ MONTHLY MUSEUM. 138 
—_—_—_—_—_—_—_—_—_—_——— 
all the pleasures and amusements of her age. Soon will that 
fire be extinguished that formerly sparkled in her animated 
and beautiful eyes. Instead of a husband, it is death that 
she invokes, and ber wishes will soon be accomplished ; soon 
will the wretched object of your irrational passion be con 
signed to her tomb.” 

“If it must be so,” exclaimed Friedbert, “ that tomb shall 
also. be mine: my life is at my own disposal,'and I am 
determined to die with the fair Calista, happy to be united 
to her in the regions of death. You will place my ‘mortal 
coil’ close to her’s, and our souls will soar together towards 
eternity. But grant me previously the consolation of telling 
her myself how tenderly she was beloved, and that I die 
for her. Before I leave this world, I wish, once only, to 
call by the name of wife ber whom my heart has selected. 
Whilst pronouncing that sacred word, I will deliver into her 
hands this ring as a pledge of my love. I shall then have 
discharged my vow, and you may, in your turn, receive it 
from her, and thus recover your property.” 

Zoé’s heart was melted at this pathetic. discourse, and 
her eyes were filled with tears; she besides set such a price 
on the restoration of her ring, that she was unable to refuse 
granting his request; but she apprehended that Calista, as 
her mind was then disposed, would agree to receive neither 
a present of that nature, nor even a visit, Friedbert em- 
ployed all the eloquence he could command, to persuade her 
that in what he wished to express there was nothing that 
could tend to give offence to, or alarm the most scrupulous 
delicacy, since he only wished to die. The more Calista’s 
heart was engaged, added he, the less consequence might 
result from his being introduced to her. Zoe, therefore, 
consented to grant his request, and gave him a written order 
for the reverend Archimandrite of the convent, pursuant to 
which he was to obtain an audience from the sorrowfal 
Calista. 

Friedbert set off immediately, his heart floating between 
hope and fear with respect to the reception that awaited 
him, It was probable, however, from what Zoé had been 
recounting to him, that his Calista loved him passion- 
ately, and had forgiven the theft of the veil. His heart beat 
with violence when he entered the cell which contained his 
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adored mistress. She was seated on a sofa thnt stood facing’ 
the door; her beautiful dair, tied negligently with a blue 
Tiband, Goated in ringlets on hor shoulders; her fixed and 
concentrated looks were expressive of her profound grief, 
and her dreoping head was supported en er white arm. 
She not appear sensible of any one entering her apartment; 
it was ealy at the moment when Friedbert threw himself 
at her feet, that she was struck with the idea that a mes- 
sage was dispatched with some more important intelligence 
than she generally received from her mother, or from those 
persens whe sent respectfully to enquire after her health. 
She tanguishiagly lifted up her fine eyes, and immediately 
recegnized the stranger, who lay prostrate before ber. Her 
serprise, and, ia some degree, her alarm, occasioned her to 
make an invelantary start, similar to that of a fawn at the 
approach of the huntsman. Friedbert was going to lay hold 
of ‘her hand to stop ber; but she angrily rejected him. “ With- 
draw from my presence, deceitfal man,” cried she, “ does it 
not suffice thee that I have been once atready thy dupe and thy 
victim? Thou shalt not seduce me a second time by thy 
fictitious virtues.” 

Friedbert had expected no better reception, and therefore 
was not much disconcerted. He first directed his attack 
against Calista’s heart, by attributing his offence to the vio- 
lence of his passion. A similar excuse seldom fails in pro- 
ducing its effect, even when the offence is more serious than 
the pwrloining of a veil, and especially when the parties 
agree on the essential point. 

Every argument which Fredbert urged was condacive to 
remove part of Catista’s anger; and he argued so powerfully, 
that the whole of her wrath soon subsided, and he ceased to 
apprehend she would once more make her escape either at 
the door or at the window. She calmly resumed her 
seat; allowed him to hold one of her hands, whilst with the 
other she covered her beautiful eyes, from which now dropped 
_ tears, which were no longer those of grief. 

Friedbert, still at her feet, protested that he would have 
gone in quest of her to the remotest extremity of the world; 
ami his voyage from Swabia to the Cyclades was sufficiently 
long to prove that his protestations were sincere. On this 
declaration he was pardoned, and rewarded with the avowal 
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that his affections were repaid. Having once come to an 
agreement on this point, it may easily be imagined that 
all farther clauses were soon adjusted: they engaged mutually 
to unite their destinies, and never more to part. 

This victory obtained at last after so many difficulties, 
threw the happy Friedbert into such a transport of love’ 
and felicity, that we shall not attempt to describe it. He 
returned with his beloved to Zoé’s palace. One may judge 
of her astonishment on seeing Calista, ushered in by her 
young knight, enter her apartment with serene looks; her 
countenance no longer bearing any trace of her former me- 
lancholy, and when from her own lips she informed her mo- s 
ther of the sudden change that had taken place in her dis- 
position, and of the triumph of the knight. 

For the second time, Friedbert was very near being sus- 
pected of being a magician and a sorcerer, especially when 
the mother learned that the preliminaries of their future union 
were all but signed, and that they waited only for her con- 
sent. Whatever predilection she felt in favour of Friedbert, 
and however desirous she might be of recovering her ring, she 
nevertheless could not relish the idea of a degrading alliance. 
Previously, therefore, to giving her consent, she required the- 
knight should produce the proofs of his nobility. Now, al- 
thongh there were at Naxos, as in many other places, ma- 
nufactories where pedigrees were fabricated at so much per 
sheet, and that he might with great facility have procured 
a most ancient genealogy, he preferred the more substantial 
ones of love and valour to any other. ‘‘ Love,” said he, 
“binds together those beings only who resemble each other. 
Is the audacious eagle seen to associate with the stupid 
owl? or the proud peacock with the insignificant turkey? 
My sword and my spear, upon any occasion, will always 
support and prove the honour of my birth.” Zoé had no- 
thing to answer in refutation of such powerful reasonings, 
supported besides by the approbation and choice of the beau- 
teous Calista, who positively declared, that she required no 
farther documents. A prudent mother, in cases of this sort, 
can do no better than yield consent; in the present circum- 
stance, moreover, she thought that the knight, whatever. 
might be his birth, was preferable to the petty Swabian 
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burgher, or a convent, and therefore she consented at once 
to the marriage. 

By virtue of a similar right to that which the Pope claims 
to create bishops in partibus, the fair Calista honoured her 
happy husband with the rank of Tetrach of Swabia, under 
which title he conducted her to the altar, where he delivered 
to her the ring, which was immediately restored to their im- 
patient mother. The new Tetrach then imagined he might 
relate to Zoé the whole history of the ring, and in what man- 

“mer he had inherited it from father Bruno. He recounted at 
the same time the adventures of the venerable hermit. Zoé 
repaid his confidence. She confessed, with a blush, that she 
had intentionally left the glove and the ring near the Pond 
of the Swans; and added, that Braro had put a right in- 
terpretation on the meaning of the hieroglyphic; and that it 
bad not been her fault, that she had not repeated her visit; 
bot that her tyrannical husband having heard, through the 
indiscretion of one of her cousins, the whole occurrence at 
the bath, had been so irritated at the circumstance, that he 
seized the mysterious veil, and, in his frantic fury, had torn 
to pieces that precious gift of nature, so that it had no longer 
been in her power to return to the bath of the fairies, The 
constancy of her former lover made a deep impression on 
her urind, and brought tears into her eyes. Her son-in-law 
at the same moment easily obtained her forgiveness for 
having detained Calista in the hermitage. His narrative made 
her sensible, that from her own conduct the transaction eri- 
ginated, that it was the resalt of Bruno’s advice, and she 
even felt thankful to Friedbert for the attention he had paid 
to the good old man to the last period of his life. 

Friedbert and his noble consort lived in such perfect union 
as is unexampled in the present age, except in some of 
our romances: true it is, that she continued to retain her 
youth and beauty, which is a circumstance still more rare. 
The only regret Calista experienced was not being able to 
make her husband a partaker of the precious advantages of 
the marvellous baths. However, love knows likewise how 
to restore to youth those im whose hearts he kindles his fires, 
and Friedbert harboured sofficient love in his breast to con- 
tinue Jong the contemporary of his wife. Nevertheless, when 
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they celebrated the twenty-fifth anniversary of their happy 
anion, the locks of Friedbert’s brown hair began to whiten, 
and, in a similar manner to an early fall of snow in No- 
vember, announced the approach of winter; whilst the beau- 
teous Calista, on her return from bathing, still resembled 
the blooming rose-bad in a fine morniag of the month of 
May. 

Tradition does not inform us whether the conjugal happi- 
ness of the fair coupte sustained any diminution on acovant 
ef this difference; but we are inclined to believe it did met, 
and that the remainder of their lives was spent im happiness 


. and mataal affection. 
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HENRY VIII. 


In Milton park, the seat of Earl Fitzwilliam, is a vene- 
rable oak, which is preserved with the greatest care on aveoent 
ef the following circumstance:—When Cardinal Wolsey bad 
incurred the fury of Henry, that arbitrary monarch forbade any 
of his subjects, on pain of his displeasure, to receive him into 
their honses ; and the unhappy minister soon saw himselfshusaed 
and avoided by all. William Fitzwilliam, one of his protegés, 
alone dared to evince the real sentiments of his heart; and hav- 
ing heard that Wolsey was to pass his house on his retara @ 
Lendon, he went out to meet him, and entreated him to accom- 
pany him to his residence; but being unwilling entirely to disobey 
the king, he made a most sumptuous entertainment for him and 
his suite, ander the spreading boughs of aiofty oak. The king, 
informed of the circumstance, instantly sent for him, and, in 
the severest manner, upbraided him with his disobedience and 
disloyalty. “Sire,” said the noble Fitewiltiam, “1am neither 
abad citizen, nor an unfaithful subject. It was neither the dis- 
graced minister, nor the criminal of state, that I entertained, but 
it was my benefactor, my protector, him to whom I owe my 
bread, and every other blessing I enjoy; oh, sire! if [had aban- 
doned him in his misfortanes, I should have been the basest and 
the moet angratefal of mankind.” Henry had too much great- 
ness of soul himself not to be struck with this answer; he con- 
ceived, from that moment, the highest opinion and the most 
lively regard for Fitzwilliam, created him instantly a knight, 
and seen after named him one of his privy counsellors. 
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ADVENTURES OF A SOVEREIGN. 


(Continued from page 265, Vol. XI.) 





Ow the day before the marchioness’s departure, she paid me 
away to a shoemaker, who sent me to a tavern-keeper, who 
received me at the moment in which he was giving change 
of a fifty-pound note to a nobleman, and I was immediately 
transferred to his lordship, 

I perceived, the moment I came into his possession, that 
some cause more than ordinary clouded the cheerfulness of 
his ‘naturally fine countenance ; and a retrospective glance at 
his life, which we always have it in our power to take, soon 
convinced me that my conjecture was not erroneous. He.had 
been married but a short time to a very lovely woman; the 
match on his side was rather one of interest and convenience 
than-of actual affection; nevertheless, his wife’s beauty, her 
gentle and amiable manners, and that sweet and touching 
charm which breathes round a truly virtuous and delicate 
woman, drew his heart insensibly towards her; in fact he 
would have loved her passionately, had she not unconsciously 
repelled him by a coldness of manner, which was occasioned 
by an education conducted on wrong principles. She had 
been brought up by an aunt, one of those rigid mortals who con- 
sider it a crime to indulge even lawful affections; her whole 
study was to repel in the young and ardent mind of Hono- 
ria those strong feelings, which she pronoanced inimical to 
her repose, and to the welfare of her future life. She quoted 
incessantly the maxim of the sage Dr. Gregory, “that a wife 
should never suffer her husband to know the full extent of 
her affection for him ;” and she repeated perpetually that the 
certain consequence of such knowledge was to weaken, if 
not destroy, the husband’s love for his wife; Honoria, natu- 
rally as timid as ske was affectionate, relied implicitly upon 
the judgment of her aunt, and consequently her behaviour 
to her husband was so cold and reserved, that he very soon 
persuaded himself she was the most insensible of mortals. 
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At this junctare, a mistress with whom he had parted at 
the time of his marriage, affected to believe herself dying, 
and sent to beg that he would see her for the last time. 
The consequence was, that one interview succeeded to another, 
each was of course to be the last; and they ended, as might 
be expected, in a renewal of the connexion. 

The conduct of this woman was so artful, that my master was 
firmly persuaded, if he gave her up, she would break her 
heart. He was not an immoral man, and a connexion of 
that sort was the last thing he wished for; his self-love was, 
however, so flattered by his fancied power over the heart of 
bis mistress, that he patched up an odd sort of compromise 
with his conscience, by persuading himself he should have 
less to answer for, if he continued to live in aduttery, than 
if he caused her death. His devoirs, however, were so cold, 
and his visits se rare, that she soon began to be alarmed; 
and although she did not, in reality, care a farthing for him, 
she affected an air of langour and depression, and did her 
possible to persuade him that she was a poor pining victim 
te unrequited passion, 

At the time I came into his possession, his thoughts were 
very disagreeably occupied by the necessity he fancied him- 
self under of paying her a visit. In his way to her house, 
he sauntered through Bond-street, and seeing a very beanti- 
fal pair of ear-rings in a jeweller’s window, he purchased 
thom as a peace-offering, for it was a good while since he 
called upon her, and he knew by experience, that a present 
seasonably offered would save him a world of tender re- 
proaches. 

Searcely had he put the ear-rings in his pocket, when his 
wife drove by, in an open carriage, without perceiving him. 
The sight of her gave a new turn to his thoughts. “What 
arescal I am,” said he to himself, “to throw away money 
in this manner on a being that I despise, and not to think 
of my poor Honoria; but she shall have something more va- 
luable ;” and he immediately selected a superb necklace and 
a pair of ear-rings, which he ordered to be sent home for 
his lady directly. 

He then went to the house of his cher-amie, who received 
him with well-acted tendemess, but there was an air of me- 
lencholy in her countenance which even the sight of the 
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jewels could not dispel. She appeared to have. something on 
her mind to which she did not know how to give vent; she 
surveyed him at times with scrutinizing earnestness, then 
suddenly starting as from a reverie, she affected to speak to 
him with a gaiety that was evidently forced. Surprised at 
the strangeness of her demeanor, he insisted upon knowing 
the cause, and with well-feigned reluctance, she at last ac- 
quainted him, that she had the strongest reason to believe 
bis lady was actually engaged in an intrigue. 

Had my master been the most immaculate of mortals him- 
self, his indignation could not be greater: in five minutes he 
raved himself out of breath; but then he suddenly recollected 
the character of -his informer, and turning fiercely to her, 
asked, what grounds she had for thus aspersing the character 
of his wife. “I am afraid,” replied she, coolly, “that you 
will find it is upon no slight grounds that I have spoken; 
however, you shall judge for yourself. You may perhaps have 
heard your lady say, that she had taken under her protec- 
tion a young person, who was left destitute by the death of 
Aer parents, and whom she has since placed in a milliner’s 
shop; she goes frequently to the house of this person.” 

“TI know it,” cried my master impatiently. 

_ “ But you do not, perhaps, know for what purpose: you 
will hardly believe that it is to meet a gentleman, and yet 
nothing can be more true. Nay, you may look doubtfal; I 
should not myself have believed it on report, bat I have 
twice seen the gallant, though not near enough to form any 
correct idea of his person.” 

“It cannot be possible!” 

“Very well; you may satisfy yourself to-morow, for it is 
one of the days on which they generally meet.” 

These words conjured up another storm of passion; my mas- 
ter vowed that he would go home instantly, and upbraid 
his wife with her perfidy; but his mistress, who now looked 
with exultatation to the prospect of a divorce, dissuaded him 
from this step, and at length prevailed upon him to await 
the event of the next day, when, as she repeatedly assured 
him, he might ascertain the truth of the matter beyond all 
doubt. 

He would probably not have seen his wife till after he had 
done-so, but he was obliged to mect a large party, whom he 
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had invited to diuner. He found his lady ready dressed in 
the drawing-room; she had on the necklace and ear-rings, 
which he ordered for her in the morning, and she thanked 
him for them with an air of mingled tenderness and anima- 
tion, which he had never observed her wear before. His 
cold and stern air soon chaced away the smile from her lips, 
and he interpreted her confusion and agitation into the con- 
sciousness of guilt. Almost maddened at what he regarded 
as a confirmation of his suspicions, he was on the point of 
bursting into reproaches, when the arrival of his guests 
obliged him to dissemble; and, in the course of the cvening, 
he so far mastered his ‘feelings, as to determine on keeping 
silence till he obtained a full confirmation of his dishonour. 

He took care to be before the hour at which he had been 
told his lady met her gallant; he soon saw her enter the 
place of appointment; but he looked in vain for the gentle- 
man. ‘“ What!” thought he, “is she so shameless as to be even 
before her paramour.” He watched for some moments longer 
with the greatest impatience, for the appearance of the gal- 
lant, when, to his great surprise, he saw a gentleman advance 
towards the drawing-room window. As he had before seen 
his lady enter that apartment, he no lenger doubted of her 
guilt: he rushed like-a madman through the shop, and, dart- 
ing up stairs, threw open the door; but how different was 
the scene to what he had expected! he beheld his wife, not 
in the arms of a lover, but standing before an unfinished 
half-length portrait, which was evidently copied from a liké- 
ness of himself that was placed near it; a gentleman stoad 
by her side, but jealousy itself would have laughed at the 
idea of his being a favoured lover; he was apparently very 
far advanced in life; his-figure was, indeed, still graceful, 
bat his features bore the traces of extreme age; they were 
intelligent, and there was something interesting and respect- 
able in his whole appearance. 

My master’s feelings had been wound up to such an ago-~ 
nizing height, that he was unable to support the sudden rush 
of joy, which a scene so different to his expectations inspired, 
He staggered, and, had he not caught hold of a chair, would 
have fallen. The surprise which his lady felt at his abrupt 
entrance was now converted into terror; she hung over him 
in an agony of tender apprehension, which revealed the real 
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state of her affections. The transported husband read her 
heart, and as he fondly pressed her to his, he softly mur- 
mured, “ Oh! my Honoria, I will strive to be worthy of you.” 

As the old gentleman bad withdrawn, a few moments suf- 
ficed to produce a complete explanation betweea the husband 
and wife. The latter, whose benevolence was unbeunded, 
had, in her cals upom the young milkiner, accidently seen 
the gentleman of whom I have jast spoken; he was a minia- 
ture painter, who had been once celebrated in bis profession, 
but was then reduced to very great distress; her ladyship 
afforded him immediate relief; but being anxious to de it 
in a manner the least hurtful to bis feelings, she proposed 
taking some lessons. in his art; she had a taste for it, and had 
attempted to take likenesses sometimes with tolerable suc- 
cess. Her busband had sat for his portrait, which, as be sup- 
pesed, was still iu the hands of the artist; but from a desire 
to copy it, his lady ordered it to be sent to the apartments 
of the milliner, where she worked at it under the inspection 
of the artist, whom she had so generously relieved. 

She acknowledged with blushes, which made her more 
beautiful than ever, that she meant to have surprised her 
husband with it when it was done; and she asked, with great 
simplicity, how he had found her out. My master avoided 
shocking her delicate mind with an account of the base ca- 
lumny propagated against her; and she was too happy in the 
tenderness which he shewed her, to observe, that he evaded 
replying to- her question. 

Before he departed, he requested to see the artist, te whom 
he gave a very handsome invitation to his house; and imme- 
diately on his return home, he quitted his lovely wife for a 
few minutes in order to write an eternal adieu to her rival. 


(To be continued.) 
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ON FEMALE EDUCATION. 





Or all the great concerns of human life, education is con- 
fessedly one of the highest importance; and as such it very 
justly claims our most serious and attentive consideration. 
Whether we view it generally, or abstractedly, we shall find 
that it has always had, and contiaues to have the effect of deter~ 
mining and fixing the character and manners of whole nations 
as well as of individuals, First impressions are not easily obli- 
terated ; and one of our poets observes, with much truth— 


“As the twig’s bent, the tree’s inclin’d; 
*Tis education forms the tender mind.” 


To give a further illustration of the subject, let us suppose 
an artist occupicd with drawing a figure, and that the oat- 
line of it should be incorrect; all the embellishments he 
may strive to bestow upon the design will never make it a 
perfect one, nor impose, in the least, on the connoisseur. 

Against the mode of educating the males now-a-days, there 
is, perhaps, less to be said than against the manner of bring- 
ing up our females; for this reason, my observations will be 
exclusively confined to the last topic; and in order to arrive 
at a proper conclusion on the subject, it may be desirable 
to institute a comparison of the systems of female educa- 
tion of this, with the former age. 

Our grandmothers were, for the greater part, excellent 
housewives, though, if we except some of the higher classes, 
but indifferent scholars; however, they, in a certain degree, 
made up for this deficiency by many qualifications, now very 
rarely to be met with among our wedded ladies, because re- 
pated by them either unnecessary or degrading. The for- 
mer (whose good sense it would be a mark of illiberality 
and injustice on our part to call in question) thought other- 
wise. Anxious to sce their daughters one day well married, 
and deserving the affection and regard of their future part- 
ners, those prudent and tender mothers themselves superin- 
tended the education of their darlings, and, as soonas the in- 
fant mind began to develope itself, their first care was to insti} 
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into it the fear of God, and to familiarise it with all the re- 
ligious and moral duties, on the strict observance of which 
the happiness of our being, in this and the next world, prin- 
cipally depends. After having laid this solid foundation, the 
superstructure required no extraordinary exertions, and was 
generally such as befitted the particular stations in life of 
the parties. 

Reading, writing, and cyphering, constituted in those times 
the higher accomplishments among what were called the bet- 
ter sort of people, and were either taught at day-schools, or 
by private masters; but the knowledge of domestic affairs, 
and the useful arts of needle-work, knitting, netting, spinning, 
&c. were imparted to the young damsels by their own mothers. 
With the daughters of the nobility and gentry, music, danc- 
ing, and drawing, the French and Italian languages, as 
likewise some of the politer arts and sciences, supplied the 
absence of economical acquirements, and the practice of those 
duties which belong to the proper management of a family, and 
which are commonly denominated drudgeries. These, the num- 
ber of servants retained by the aforesaid classes of society, 
rendered, perhaps, less necessary, and were, therefore, the 
more easily dispensed with. 

Such then was female education in the good old times of 
England ; authors and poets were not so numerous by far among 
our: fair countrywomen as at this day, and they might then be 
cpnsidered in the light of phenomena, as their minds had not 
yet, attained that high degree of cultivation, which distin- 
guishes many of them in the present age; but they were at 
least free from those wild, romantic ideas, those ridiculous, 
extravagant notions,. which have since been substituted for 
plain, modest reason, and natural common sense. Every 
man, let his rank and condition be what it would, was sure 
to find “a help meet for him,” or, in other words, a wife suited 
to. his wishes and circumstances in life; and few, indeed, 
are the instances recorded of a sober, honest, and industrious 
shopkgeper or mechanic, having been ruined by his spouse 
indulging in fashionable follies or pursuits above her station, 
and neglecting her real avocations. 

We will now revert to the modern system of female eduga- 
tion, and constrast its results with those of the old. 

Admitting that the advancement. we have since made. in 
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knowledge and learning, demands a more extended plan of 
instruction, I cannot, however, conceive but what those s¢- 
minaries, vulgarly called “ boarding-schools for young ladies,” 
and which bave sprung up like mushrooms within later 
years, have been productive of more baneful effects apon 
society in general than any epidemical or infectious disease 
I know of, even the plague not excepted. They attest the 
degeneracy of the age, and are, in fact, inglorious monuments 
of the reprehensible, if not criminal, indifference of mothers 
‘towards their daughters, demonstrating, in the clearest man- 
‘wer, the incapacity or indolence of the former to assume the 
gwardianship and tuition of the latter: and to what shall 
we attribute this lamentable state of thimgs, but to the iim- 
woderate love of ease, of pleasures, of dress, and play, in our 
tot disant fine ladies, who absolately bestow more tender cate 
and attention upon their lap-dogs, their parrots, their flowers, 
and other objects of their capricious fancy, than upon their 
children? The pleasing task of watching over them, of rear- 
ing the tender mind, and teaching “the young idea how to 
shoot,” is too tedious for these unnatural mothers; they prefer 
committing it to strangers, whom they think better qualified 
fer it: the consequence is, that those tender plants are fré- 
quently neglected, not ¢o say spoiled, and their affections 
estranged from the parents. The rage of the middling classes 
teape their superiors in almost every thing, a rage destruc- 
tiveto their fortunes, afd subversive of their honourable prin- 
ciples, induces them likewise to send their girls to boatding- 
schools, where, mixing with’ the daughters of people of qua- 
lity, they are trained up to vanity and pride, and receive ah 
edeoation anbefitting their humble condition. This {s but 
too evident, on our casting a slight glance at thesé boasted 
seminaries, and beholding the superficial, the careless, the tri- 
fling manner in which the pupils are instructed in a variety 
of matters of no ordinary import; and what particular stress 
is laid upon extetfor accomplishments, which though cur- 
rent in the cireles of polished society, are of no intrinsic va- 
lue, and contribute but little to form the dignified and t¢- 
spectable character of an English gentlewoman. It is not 
necessary here to enumerate the different branches of science 
and learning, together with the ornamental parte of female 
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industry, professed to be taught in those schools, as they are 
sufficient apparent from the cards and plans of their mistresses; 
but I will venture to affirm, that, with the exception of a few 
pupils possessed of a natural genius and a retentive me- 
mory, the rest will be found to have attained to a very in- 
considerable proficiency in their several studies, when they 
return into the bosom of their families. 

Now, I would ask, what possible benefit can tradesmen in 
these times expect to derive from their daughters having received, 
what they so emphatically term, a boarding-school education? 
Will not these young damsels, who have imbibed high notions 
of gentility and fashionable life, look down with contempt 
on the homespun manners and inferior attainments of their 
parents? A shop, a dairy, a coal-shed,—what degrading, what 
mean, what insufferable places, for an elegant, accomplished 
female to be seen in? “ Ma!” exclaims Miss Maggot, ‘I 
protest I am overcome with the different effluvia of cheese, 
butter, bacon, &c, in the shop; could we not persuade pa to 
hire a cottage ornée at a convenient distance from town? 
Tm sure, should I be pent up much longer bere, it will kill 
me. I understand from Miss Wick, who came to pay me a 
visit this morning, that she had prevailed on her papa to 
do the same, and I see no reason why our family should be 
outdone by that of a tallow-chandler!” 

“ Certainly not, my dear,” replied her mother; “I knows 
your father can afford it; and I thinks as how we will be both at 
him this evening, when he takes his grog and smokes his 
pipe. You are his darling; he cannot deny you such a rea- 
sonable request, ‘specially if I joins you in it, which I shall 
do with great pleasure; for, to tell you the truth, I should 
like it hugely myself, to live in such a cottige.” 

Accordingly they watch their opportunity, and when the 
good man becomes somewhat mellow by repeated draughts 
of his favourite beverage, and has knocked the ashes out of 
his pipe, Miss Maggot, with smirking countenance, goes up 
to him, and gently patting his cheek, urged her suit with all 
the pathos of a fascinating actress; her mother, at the same 
time, shedding tears of joy, and saying, “ Do, my love, in- 
dulge the sweet girl; she is the only child we have—you 
would not see her unhappy.” 


THE LADIES’MONTHLY MUSEUM. Ho 
ee 
It is too much for a weak, but affectionate father, aud 
though he hesitates at first, he consents at last; his teasen 
being overpowered by his paternal feelings. 

At this rural retreat mother and daughter lite in @ high 
style, have their tea and card parties, their concerts, their 
balls even, and frequent the neighbouring assemblies, the 
titinor theatres in the summer, and the larger ones in the 
winter, going besides onee # ycar to some renowned water- 
ing place, in order to attract the particulat notice of a 
wealthy young squiré of nobleman, for voting less would 
serve the all-accomptished Miss Maggot, who abhorred the 
idea of marrying a simple tradesman, and would, with scorn, 
have rejected his addresses. 

The poor father, whose profits in trade ate imadeqnate to 
support all this prodigality, has neither coarage nor resolution 
to set limits to it, although he beholds his substance diminish 
daily; but, as no one suspects the actual state of his affairs, 
he borrows money as long as he can, till at length, unable 
to repay it, he becomes a bankrupt. To fill up the mtea- 
eure of his sorrews, he loses his wife, once a carefal and | 
industrious woman, and his daughter elopes with a young 
Hbertine of rank and fortune, who, under the strongest assur- 
ances of ctermal love, and of leading her speedily to the al- 
tar, triamphs over her ill-guarded virtue, and having robbed 
her of her innocence, and satiated his Fostfut appefites, after 
a short time, cruelly turns her adrift a miserable outcast of 
society. Ashamed to go back to her disconsolate father, of 
whose ruin she knows herself to be the sole cause, she seeks 
a precarious subsistence by the wages of prostitution, and ends 
her days in an hospital, a workhouse, or a prison. 

Parents! ys whom Providence has placed in the’ humbler 
walks of life, behold im this instance, among many others’ I 
waight adduce, the fatal results of a mistaken pride, in givinty 
to your daughters an edweation by no means calculated for 
the sphere in which you move; and! reflect, that while you 
imagine thereby to promote their welfare, you, in fact, pave 
the way for their destruction as well'as your own. Take’ my 
advice, let them be taught what is usefal rather than what 
is shining, and they will prove able: assistants in your fa- 
milies, and a blessing to you in your old age; nor will they 
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want for husbands with whom they may confidently hope to 
live in the enjoyment of harmony and mutual -felicity. 

To you, mothers, who rank above the inferior and middling 
orders of civil society, I must be allowed to address likewise 
a few words on the present momentous subject, which, I 
trust, will not entirely be thrown away. 

Thiok not, that you can effectually secure the future hap- 
piness of your daughters by a more refined, but in other 
respects, less solid mode of tuition than that of former times, 
as long as true religion and morality, inculcated by pre- 
cept, and strengthened by example, do not constitute its basis. 

The looseness, nay the profligacy and libertinism of man- 
ners prevalent among many of our women of the haut ton, 
against which our pulpit orators and moralists so often de- 
claim, what are they but the fruits of this modern education? 
From hence too those heterogeneous matrimonial unions among 
the great, which, in our days, present us with so many dis- 
graceful and distressing scenes, may be said to derive their 
origin. 

Pause then, ye mothers! remember the duties you owe to 
the dear pledges of conjugal affection, consult your under- 
standing, listen to the dictates of your conscience, open 
your hearts to the softer feelings of nature, and when you 
have done so, decide for yourselves to which of the two sys- 
tems of education the preference is, under certain modifica- 
tions, justly due. J. B. D. 











CONSANGUINITARIUM. 


Anour five-and-twenty years ago, a little institution was 
established at Leicester, which is equally worthy of imitation 
and praise. Adjoining the town, a gentleman erected on his 
paternal estate an elegant but modest structure in the go- 
thic style, to be occupied by those of his own relations as 
might at any time stand in need of such an asylum, It 
was therefore not inaptly called a ‘“ Consanguinitarium.” The 
several occupants were allowed coals, &c. and five shillings 
per week during life; and the estate is charged with these 
provisions in perpetuity. 
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REVIEW OF NEW WORKS. 





ESSAYS ann SKETCHES or LIFE ann CHARACTER. 
By a Gentleman who has left his Lodgings. 1 vol. Small 
octavo. 


We are told, in a ludicrous preface, that these Essays 
and Sketches are the production of a gentleman who has left 
his lodgings in debt to his landlord, and that they are now pub- 
lished by the landlord as a means of obtaining his rent. 
We were much pleased with the preface, for there is a good 
deal of point in it, and the manner of introducing the work 
is original. The author is well qualified for an Essayist; he 
has evidently looked at life with an observant eye, and his 
Sketches evince considerable knowledge both of men and 
books ; he is also no mean critic. His estimates of national 
character are in general just, and in ridiculing our foibles and 
those of our neighbours, he shews a degree of tolerance and 
good-nature which give us as favourable an opinion of his 
heart as of his understanding. 

The paper on “ English and French Pride and Vanity,” con- 
trasts, in a very happy manner, the predominant failings of the 
two nations, and that on “ National Character,” is also written 
with much point, particularly the share which the French- 
man has in it. Our author seems, indeed, to have uncom- 
monly just perceptions of the French character; for none, either 
of their good or bad points, escape him. We are the more 
pleased with the candour and spirit of his sketches, because 
at present our neighbours and ourselves have fallen completely 
into the method of caricaturing each other without mercy, 
The paper on “Society in London” is a lively satire on fa- 
shionable manners, but that on “ Marriage,” is more ingenious 
than just; he endeavours to prove, that the wedded state is, 
generally speaking, the happiest where the union is brought 
about by the parents on both sides: his arguments are spe- 
cious and imposing, but we must enter our protest against 
their truth; we are no advocates for what boys and girls 
call love matches, but we cannot subscribe to the coarse 
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adage, “ Marry first, and love will come afterwards,” and we 
are surprised to sce such an opinion advanced by a person 
of this gentleman’s good sense and knowledge of the world. 
The paper on ‘“ The English Constitution” is admirably written, 
and the author’s view of the Pitt system, and of the effect which 
it has bad upon the country, is very just; “The Essay on 
Political Economy” is also entitled to praise. Our limits will 
not allow us to give more than one extract, which we have 
selected from a paper on “ Irresolution;” after the author 
has described, with much spirit, the various changes which 
have taken place in the opinions of Franchemont, a French 
gentleman, he tells us, that Franchemont at last decides apon 
retiring into the country, in order to pass the rest of his 
life in tranquil retirement, and then proceeds as follows :— 
“Two hours afterwards, he burst into my room, and in- 
formed me of the landing of Bonaparte. After the first sur- 
prise, I asked him, ‘What do you mean to do? ‘Oh! as 
for that, my resolution is taken: the success of Napoleon 
would put an end to the peace of Europe, and the liberty 
of France: whatever faults I find with the present govern- 
ment, they may be repaired: it is my daty asa citizen to arm. 
I shall offer to put myself at the head of the Nationat Guard 
of my province, in which the enemy has landed; and if the 
king will allow me to be independent of his generals, we 
may have a very speedy success. A prosperous event will 
convince the Court that friends of liberty are not the ene- 
mies of royalty.’ I approved warmly of his intention, and 
advised him to go instantly to the Thuilleries; but before 
doing so, he thought proper to consult his friends, The first 
‘he went to was a virtuous, but somewhat fanatical consti- 
tutionalist. On hearing his friend’s intention, ‘ What,” said 
be, ‘will you leave Paris till you have assared to your coun- 
try the observation of the Charter? The present is a mo- 
ment of alarm to the Court, and they will grant any thing ; 
but if this movement is repressed, the cowl and the censor- 
ship will be more active than ever. If you value France, 
go to the Chamber and ask forthe appointment of aconsti- 
tutional ministry.” Franchemont, somewhat shaken, went to 
his next friend, who being a republican, said to him, ‘It is 
alt over with the Bourbons, the whole country will be in fa- 
vour of Napoleon; and besides their bad faith is too noto- 
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rious to make any concession valuable: wait in Paris, and 
we may bind down Napoleon to a real charter.’ ‘Perhaps,’ 
said Franchemont, ‘the country, as you say, is ready to 
pronounce the abdication of the Bourbons: if so, I am quiet, 
but even then I never can favour the cause of Napoleon. 
The assistance of a military chief has always brought on the 
downfall of real patriots. Recollect the example of Cicero.’ 
Notwithstanding this speech, Franchemont’s ardonr in the 
Bourbon cause was somewhat cooled by his friend’s ridicule, 
and he endeavoured to blow it again into a flame, by the 
help of a Royalist bellows. His loyal friend, who was a 
staunch courtier, said, ‘ Franchemont, your spirit is excel- 
lent, but you must not anticipate the king’s counsels; it 
would be wrong to shew any jealousy of his orders at this 
time:—go to the foot of the throne, and declare yourself 
teady to serve under any general His Majesty may appoint.’ ” 
“Distracted by such opposite counsel—unwilling to turn 
his back on liberty—suspicious of the sovereign he was about 
to serve—too proud to ask a favour where he meant a ser- 
vice, Franchemont returned to ask my opinion. M. de Lasnes, 
aman of great experience, who was with me, heard his 
doubts, and addressed him in a decisive tone:—‘ Avoid the 
perils of this crisis; you will lose your own life, and plunge 
your children into poverty and disgrace. Retire with them 
and your wife to your country seat.’ To my great astonish- 
ment, Franchemont seemed pleased, and even grateful, for this 
advice: he went away to prepare his family for the journey.” 


Tue DEFENCE or HER MAJESTY tue QUEEN, against 
the Charges which Malice, supported by Perjary, brought 
against Her Majesty, when Princess of Wales, in the Year 
1906. By Her Majesty the Queen. With an Introduction. 


Tue Introduction to the Defence is anonymous, and though it 
is written with much elegance and spirit; we must yet decidedly 
object to the tone of acrimony which pervades it. Her Majesty’s 
cause is too completely that of justice and humanity to need 
the aid of reproach or recrimination; such aids may serve 
to prop up a bad cause, but they are more pernicious than 
useful to a good one. In one point, however, we perfectly 
agree with the writer of the Introduction, namely, that Her 
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‘Majesty owes no obligation to either of the great partios 
in the state; each have shewn her in their turn that self- 
interest was the idol of their worship, and that her honoar, 
her happiness, and her fame, were as a feather in the scale, 
when weighed against the incitements of avarice or am- 
bition. 

“The Defence” is contained in a letter to the late King, written 
by Her Majesty, then Princess of Wales, in the year 1806, 
and is now re-published. In this letter, the Princess enters 
at considerable length inte all the charges brought against 
her, and we believe that all impartial and dispassionate minds 
will agree with us, that she has, in the most complete man- 
ner, disproved every one of them. She examines the tes- 
timonies of the different witnesses, points out where their 
depositions are contradictory or trifling, and where other 
persens ought to have been examined in order to prove or 
disprove the truth of their assertions. She shews very clearly 
how little worthy of credit the testimony of Cole and Bid- 
good, the principal witnesses to the minor charges of levity 
and impropriety of behaviour, are, from the manner in which 
they each contradict themselves. In ber review of the va- 
rious depositions against her, she pleads her cause with a 
strength of reasonmg which mast impress every mind not 
absolutely warped by prejudice, with a firm conviction of 
her innocence, while, at the same time, she evinces through 
the whole of her letter a degree of mildness and forbearance 
which appeals powerfully to the best feelings of our hearts. Her 
Majesty’s most gracious answers to the Addresses presented 
to her by the people of England, since her return to us, are 
subjoined to the Defence; they breathe every where that mag- 
namity of spirit and that sensibility of soul, which Her Ma- 
jesty has uniformly displayed amidst her severe and unme- 
rited trials. 

A SYSTEM or EDUCATION ror tHe INFANT KING oF 
ROME, and other French Princes of the Blood. Drawn up 
by the Imperial Council of State, with the Approbation and 
under the Personal Superintendance of the Emperor Na- 
POLEON. 1 vol. 8vo. 





One may easily trace in this production the genias of the 
extraordinary man, under whose eye it is said to have been 


THE LADIES’ MONTHLY MUSEUM. 155 
ee 
composed ; at one moment we are dazzled by the grandeur 
of the author’s sentiments, and delighted with the justness 
of those principles which he inculcates; we think we have be- 
fore us the work of a writer who perfectly understands bis 
subject, and we admire the skill with which he treats it; but the 
next instant we aro shocked at his impiety, or disgnated 
with his folly, and we trace every where a singular mixture of 
greatness and littleness of mind, of the most gigantic am- 
bition, and the most childish vanity. Our limits will not 
permit us to give such extracts as. would convey a distinet 
idea of the work; we can therefore only characterise it by say 
that a small proportion of it is admirable, but the rest is. 
absurd or execrable. 





THE CRUSADERS. An Historical Romance of the 12th 
Century. 5 vols. 8vo, £1 7s. Newman &-Co. 


To the lovers of this specics of reading, this romance will 
prove extremely acceptable; we cannot say it is a work ei- 
ther of great genius or originality, but it is undoubtedly one 
of which the author has no cause to be ashamed. The inci- 
dents are sufficiently numerous to render it interesting with- 
out being crowded, the characters are chivalrous and pteas- 
ing, the language much superior to the generality of such 
works; and, as far as the morality is concerned, there is not 
asentiment in it which does not receive our unqualified ap- 
probation: we only object to the very frequent quotations 
from Scripture with which it abounds. We allow that they 
are extremely well applied, and are convinced that they are 
inserted with the very best motive, but we cannot approve 
of the custom, and though we wish the essence of the Gos- 
pel to pervade every line, yet we would certainly confine the 
sacred text itself to its proper place; in all other respects 
“The Crusaders,” has our commendation, and we can only 
wish that nothing more exceptionable in every point of view 
may ever be put into the hands of our readers: public man- 
ners and public norals will not then run much-danger of 
being perverted, nor probably will the amusement of an hour 
be entirely profitless. Pte 
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EPITOME OF PUBLIC AFFAIRS 
FOR AUGUST, 1820. 





We again resume the subject of those proceedings against 
our Queen to which the eyes of all Europe are at this moment 
anxiously turned, and which every traly English mind must 
regard with feelings of deep and intense interest. Some time 
before the trial Her Majesty removed from Brandenburgh- 
House to the mansion of Lady Francis, in St. James’s-Square, 
where she continued to receive from all classes of people the 
warmest demonstrations of loyalty and devotion. Addresses 
poured in from every quarter; the privates of the Leicester 
Militia, the towns of Ilchester, Sunderland, Berwick-upon- 
Tweed, and several others, followed the general example; 
and a considerable number of the most respectable married 

ladies of the Metropolis, had the honour to approach Her Ma- 
jesty with an avowal of their conviction of her innocence, and 
their prayers that she might ultimately triumph over her 
enemies. 

Her Majesty’s answers to these addresses breathed a deep 
feeling of the sympathy which she has met with from the peo- 
ple of England, and a firm determination to persevere in 
clearing her honour. 

As the time of the trial approached, it became the general 
opinion that ministers would abandon a measure so decidedly 
odious to the great mass of the people as the Bill of Pains and 
Penalties, and that, if the trial proceeded at all, it would be 
conducted in a fair and equitable manner; while many impar- 
tial persons considered, that, under all the circumstances of 
the case, a trial in any form was a measure not only unneces- 
sary, but even unwise. One of the ablest advocates of this 
opinion is Lord John Russell, who, in a letter addressed to 
Mr. Wilberforce, proves incontestibly that the course most 
consistent with justice and sound policy, would be, to suffer Her 
Majesty to remain among us in the peaceable enjoyment of her 
rights, and leave it to time and her future conduct to dis- 
Prove the infamous slanders of venal sycophants and Italian 
mercenaries, 


On the the 7th of August, Her Majesty wrote a letter to the 
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King, in which, after detailing, in the most forcible and strik- 
ing manner, the long series of insults and persecutions to which - 
she has been subjected, she concludes with a pathetic appeal 
to his justice and humanity, and a solemn protest against her 
trial in its present form. This letter was returned unopened 
by His Majesty, with a declaration, that he could only receive 
any communication through his Ministers, upon which the 
Queen sent it to Lord Liverpool, from whom she received no 
reply. 

Ministers had, in fact, chosen their course; and they were 
determined to pursue it; neither the voice of the nation, spi- 
rited remonstance of the Queen, nor the dictates of common 
sense, would prevail with them to retract. At length the 17th 
arrived, and had the city been in momentary expection of the 
approach of an enemy, it could hardly have exhibited a more 
martial appearance. Strong timber fences inclosed the whole 
area of the House of Lords, large bodies of constables were 
stationed within this area, and parties of the foot-guards were 
posted in different parts in the front of the street. The Police- 
Halk and the Gun-boats defended the river side of Westminster- 
Hall, while the civil and military array represented an effectual 
bar on the opposite side; a troop of life-guards, a strong de- 
tachment of foot-guards, and a body of the Surrey mounted- 
patrole, were in attendance. 

The avenues between St. James’s-square and Palace-yard 
were occupied by large bodies of respectable people, the win- 
dows and the tops of houses were also filled chiefly by ladies 
anxious for the approach of the Queen. The Peers began to 
assemble at an early hour in the morning, and they were re- 
ceived by the people with hisses or cheers according as they’ 
were supposed to be effected towards the cause of Her Majesty. 

St. James’s-square was filled as early as eight o’clock, not 
by a base populace, as Lord Castlereagh civilly calls the lower 
class, but by a multitude who, if we may judge by their appear- 
ance, might be fairly said to represent all the different classes 
of the community. At a quarter before ten o’clock, Her 
Majesty stepped into her new state coach, accompanied by 
Lady Anne Hamilton, and followed by Mr. Alderman Wood 
in one of the Queen’s travelling carriages; she was received. 
by the multitude with enthusiasm, a considerable number 
of which pressed round the carriage, and accompanied it in 
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its way. The Queen was dressed in black, with a rich white 
Jace veil, which fell in folds over her shoulders in the style 
of an antique drapery ; her countenance was pale, but firm and 
dignified, and her whole appearance was at once elegant and 
commanding. As Her Majesty’s carriage passed Carlton-Pa- 
lace, the sentinels presented arms, and were loudly cheered by 
the people; but no language, in fact, can describe the general 
sentiment of enthusiastic devotion, which seemed to pervade 
the multitude; the ladies mingled tears with their benedictions, 
and their prayers that God would send her a good deliverance 
from the hands of her enemies; nor were it only female eyes 
that paid to her misfortunes the tribute of tears, several of 
those hardy veterans who had so often faced death in the field of 
battle, were observed to weep as she passed them. Her Ma- 
jesty reached the House of Lords just before ten o’clock ; the 
military presenting arms immediately on her approach: she en- 
tered the House attended by Lady Anne and Lord Archibald 
Hamilton ; the Peers all rose, and remained standing until she 
was seated. 

The Duke of Sussex declined attending on the plea of con- 
sanguinity, and the Duke of Cambridge was also excused on 
being nominated His, Majesty’s Viceroy for Hanover; upon 
these excuses being pdmitted, Lord Liverpool rose to move the 
second reading of the Bill of Pains and Penalties; Her Ma- 
jesty regarded him for a moment with a look of dignified scorn. 
The Duke of Leinster, who had previously given notice, that he 
would oppose the Bill in every stage of its progress, now made 
a motion for its being withdrawn, which, we regret to say, was 
negatived, although Mr. Brougham, as counsel for the Queen, 
opposed the Bill, in one of the most powerful, eloquent, and 
impressive speeches that we have ever heard, at the end of 
which their Lordships adjourned. 

On Friday, Mr. Denman addressed their lordships on be- 
half of his illustrious client against the Bill; and the Attorney- 
General and Solicitor-General of His Majesty were after- 
wards heard in favour of it. So strong was the impression 
made by the Queen’s counsel, that Lord King gave notice that 
he should move on the following day to withdraw the Bill. 
This motion, however, was over-ruled; and on Saturday, 
the Attorney-General proceeded to detail the charges against 
Her Majesty. He stated, that she had taken a person of the 
name of Bartolomo Bergami into her service, as valet and 
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courier, in October 1814, at which time she resided at Milan; 
that in the November of that year, she removed to Naples; 
that a boy named William Austin had always been in the 
habit of sleeping in the same room with Her Majesty; but 
that on the day after she arrived at Naples, she ordered: 
that young Austin should be removed from her bed-room, 
because he was approaching an age when it became im- 
proper for him to occupy the same apartment, and at the 
same time directed that a bed should be prepared for Ber- 
gami in a room communicating with that in which she slept 
by a gallery. On returning that evening from the Opera, 
Her Majesty appeared much agitated, and retired to bed at 
an unusually early hour; the next morning, it was observed 
that she had not slept in her own bed, while that of Bergami 
had the appearance of two people having slept in it. Ber- 
gami’s conduct was observed from that moment to become 
extremely haughty, though he still continued in the capa- 
city of a servant. Shortly after this, the Queen went to a 
masked ball at Naples, in the character of a Neopolitan 
peasant; when afterwards retiring to a private house to 
change her dress, she was assisted in doing so by Bergami, 
and not by her female attendants. She was habited as the 
Genius of History, and her dress is described as being ex- 
tremely indecent. She changed it a third time for that of 
a Turkish peasant, Bergami accompanying her in the. same 
character, From this time Bergami was in the habit of 
breakfasting with the Queen, and of walking with her on the 
Terrace arm-in-arm. He received a kick from a horse, which 
confined him for some time to his room; during his confine- 
ment, the Queen constantly attended him, and twice, at a 
late hour of the night, she was observed to go into his room 
and remain with him for some time. Soon afterwards she 
surrounded herself with the relations of Bergami, his mother, 
brother, sister, cousins, and an infant child of his, amounting 
to ten persons in all, She now gave Bergami every public 
mark of favour, procured for him the knighthood of Malta, 
and several other orders; presented to him one or more 
portraits of herself taken in foreign dresses; and purchased 
for him an estate in Sicily. When they travelled, arrange- 
ments were constantly made that their bed-rooms should be 
near each other; and upon one occasion she slept at Sa» 
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vona, im-a house in which there were only two rooms; that 
allotted te Bergami had no bed, but Her Majesty’s bore all 
the appearance of two persons having slept in it. In a 
voyage fronr Jaffa to Italy, she ordered a tent to be erected 
on the deck, under which a bed was placed for Her Ma- 
jesty, and a sofa for Bergami; during the night time, the 
canvas of the tent was let down, and the Queen and Bergami 
constantly slept in this manner during the voyage. Her 
Majesty, while at sea, twice ordered a bath to be prepared, 
and while she bathed, Bergami remained in the cabin. Dur- 
ing her residence at her villa at Como, a courier went once 
at a late hour to deliver a letter to Bergami, when he was 
not in his room, but was observed soon afterwards to come 
from the room of his royal mistress. He was once absent 
on business, but retarned in the middle of the night, and 
went directly into the Queen’s apartment; she had that night 
ordered one of her women to sleep in her room; but on Ber- 
gami’s entering it, she dismissed the woman, and Bergami 
remained alone with her. 

. This is briefly the substance of the charges brought by the 
Attorney-General; the first witness called to prove thenr, 
was Theodore Majochi; upon whose appearance, the Queen 
fixed her eyes upon him, and exclaimed, in a piercing tone, 
“Theodore! Ob! no, no!” and was immediately conducted to 
@ private apartment. 

This man stated that he had been a postillion in different 
Italian families; that in the year 1814, he was hired by 
Bergami for the service ef the Queen, then Princess of 
Wales, with whom he had lived three years, and constantly 
accompanied her on her travels during that period. This. 
man underwent a very long examination by the Attorney- 
General; his answers went to prove the truth of that learned 
gentleman’s previous statement; but it was evident from his 
replies, that he was equally destitute of capacity and in- 
formation, for even the interpreter appointed by the prose- 
cutors declared that he was so deplorably ignorant, that he 
‘could scareely be made to understand the meaning of the 
commonest question in his own language. 

The Lords were occupied nearly the whole of Monday in 
hearing this witness, who was crosd-examined by Mr. Brougham 
on Tuesday, xtd kad he been retained to testify to the in- 
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nocence, instead of the guilt of the Queen, he could hardly 
have done it more effectually. During the whole of his cross- 
examination, he replied almost constantly, “‘ Non mi ricordo,” 
“I do not recollect ;” and on those points on which he was 
compelled to give a direct answer, he contradicted in many 
instances what he had before sworn to; in short, he com- 
pletely invalidated his own testimony. 

The second witness, Jacomo Paturzo, was examined on 
Wednesday; and he stated himself to be mate of a vessel in 
which her Majesty had performed several voyages. He de- 
posed to some familiarities having passed between the Queen 
and Bergami; and that during a voyage from Tunis to Jaffa, 
they slept in a tent which was put up on deck; but he could 
not recollect whether any of her Majesty’s female attendants 
were with her. 

‘We will now briefly consider the nature of the charges, and 
the evidence brought to support them; it is actually impos- 
sible to suppose that any woman in her senses who knew, 
as Her Majesty, has always done, how closely her conduct was 
watched, would, unless she had been determined to blazon 
her guilt to the world, have acted as Her Majesty is reported 
to have done. The charges carry with them to every reflecting 
mind, the strongest evidence of their falsehood; to enter into 
them all, would far exceed our limits, but there is one of 
them of a nature so invidiously malignant, that we cannot 
forbear to notice it. The Attorney-General states, that Her 
Majesty when in Italy, has been known to go into a Catholic 
church with Bergami, and there in a kneeling posture to say 
her prayers; from this circumstance the learned gentleman 
charitably infers, that Bergami’s influence over Her Majesty’s 
mind extended even to her religious opinions. Can any 
thing be more unjust, more diabolical, than such an infer- 
ence? Her Majesty travelled for the express purpose of vi- 
siting the works of art, and where could she find them in 
greater perfection than in the churches of Italy? When she 
visited them, she was of course obliged to behave with an 
appearance of reverence and attention; and in doing so, she 
did no more than many zealous Protestants frequently do in 
England, when out of curiosity they visit Catholic chapels on 
festival days to witness the splendid ceremonies. with which 
those festivals are celebrated. Such we may in common 
candour conclude to be the real state of the fact. 

P3 
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‘We havé' girigled out this chargé becausé it appears to as 
froin itd insidious ndture more likely to hurt Het Majesty’s 
cause thati the monstrotis and incrediblé atcusations which 
rest upon the téstimoity of the postillion Majochi, and the 
thate Patutzo; the former by his own confession has been 
sbught out by Lord Stewart, the English ambassador at 
Paris, for the express purpose of giving evidence against 
her Majesty: himself; his wife; his father, and even his child, 
all teceive so much per day from Government, a circumstance 
whith has long been known to the Queen and her Counsel ; 
it is hot wonderful; therefore, that Her Majesty should be af- 
fected at the sight of him, when it is recollected that for thtee 
years he had eat her bread, and Had been treated with that 
kindness and Ktimanity which she extended to the lowest of 
her servants, and when the fellow himself admitted that she 
was the best of mistiesses, and that in the case of sickness 
she personally attended to the comfort of every one of her 
household: 

We catitiot conceive that the testimony of the second wit- 
ness is ahy more entitled to credit then that of the first. 
We know nothing of his morals, chatacter, or habits of life; 
wé clearly undetstard, he is to receive 800 dollars per month 
from out government, as a compensation for the time he will 
Jose in appearing against Her Majesty. There are various re- 
ports as tb the humber of the Italian witnesses, some affirming 
themi to be apwards of seventy, others one hundred and thirty. 

The following has been published as the list of witnesses who 
are tb appear fot Her Majesty. The Earl of Guildford, Lord 
Gtehbetvie, Lady Charlotte Lindsey, Lady Elizabeth Forbes; 
Hon. William Burrell, Anthony Buller St. Leger, Esq. Henry 
Holland, M. D.—— Mills, Esq. Hon. Captain King, the Earl 
of Llandaff, Gatly Charlotte Bury, Sit William Gell, Hon. 
Keppeil Craven, Earl of Clare, Lord Granville Somerset, Lord 
Frederic Montague, Lady William Bentinck, 

Het Majesty continues td attend the House of Lords regu- 
larly; atid receives constantly from the people every mark of 
dévotion and attachment. 

‘We kad intended to have closed our account here, but the 
ekattinations of the witnesses on thé 24th is too important not 
t0 be noticed. The first witness called was the owner of the 
vessel which cohveyed the Queen from Augusta to Tunis, and to 
Greece. His depositions went to prove that Her Majesty and 
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Bergami had each a bed put up under the same tent on the 
deck. On hia cross-examination, he admitted that he is to 
receive 1,000 dollars per month, as a compensation for his time 
while he remains here to give evidence. Really these gentle- 
men know how to take a tolerable market of their oaths, 1,000 
dollars per mc nth to the captain, and 800 to the mate!!! well, 
at least they won’t go the Devil for nothing. This worthy ship- 
owner hired himself, his vessel, and his whole créw, four-and- 
twenty persons, to thé Queen for 750 dollars pet month, out of 
which sum he found their maintainance, and the weat and tear 
of His ship: truly his time is greatly increased in value since 
then. 

But what shall we aay to Signor Non mi ricordo; who de- 
clared, iti the begining of his examindtion, that he could not 
spéak a word of English, but who, it tow tarns out, lived last 
yeat at Gloucester as a servant with Mt. Adam Hyatt, and, 
while he was in that situation, always spoke iti the highest 
terns of Her Majesty? he declared that she was a good woman, 
ati excellent woman, and that he had beeti offered 4 consider- 
able sum of money, and @ place for life, if he would appear 
against her. This cati be proved by the testimony of several 
credible witnesses. What becomes then, not only of his evi- 
dence, but of the whole train of evidence of a similar descrip- 
tion, upon the credit of whose testimony the charges are 
brought forward? Let ministers beware; they have tried the 
patience of the people long and sevetely, but they may be as- 
sured that the spirit of the nation is now roused; the existence 
of a cofispiracy against Her Majesty is evident as the sun at 
noon day; and if ministers would not have the people believe 
that they are privy to it, they should lose no time in doing Her 
Majesty that justice which she ought to have received from 


them long ago. 
eS hae 
THE DRAMA, 


HAYMARKET THEATRE 
Tue Beggat’s Opera was performed on the 22d of July, 
for the purpose of introducing Madame Vestris as Captain 
Machéath, and Miss Corri, as Polly Peachum. Madame Ves- 
tris was very well dressed, and looked the young rake of fa- 
shion. We have not seeh any actress since thé best days of 
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the inimitable Mrs. Jordan, so completely at her ease in men’s 
clothes. She played with great spirit, and sang delightfally. 
Miss R. Corti is a very appropriate representative of the gen- 
tle Polly; she is rather undersized, but extremely well- 
formed ; her countenance is pleasing and expressive, and she 
bas much grace and ease of manner. Her voice is of good 
compass, and uncommonly sweet; she gave the songs with 
great taste and skill, and was very favourably received, 
Terry’s Peachum was excellent. A new actor, of the name 
of Williams, played Lockit very well. J. Russell’s Filch was 
the very perfection of blaguardism; one might have sworn he 
had been regularly brought up to the trade of a pickpocket. 
Mrs. C. Kemble was as spirited and effective as usual in Lucy 
Lockit. The piece was upon the whole very well played. It 
is one, in spite of the entertainment it affords, we would 
willingly see banished from the stage, for, in a moral point 
of view, there are many objections to it. 

The comedy of A Trip to the Jubilee, has been revived for 
Mrs. Mardyn’s benefit: she appeared, for the first time, in 
Sir Harry Wildair, but she proved a most inadequate repre- 
sentative of this rake of the old school; it is, in fact, very 
difficult for a woman to play this character well; there is a 
frankness, a vivacity, a bon hommie about it, which shade its 
licentiousness, but which require a corresponding warmth 
of spirit and feeling in the actor to assume effectively. Mrs. 
Mardyn did not appear to understand the character at all; she 
seemed also much embarrassed by the novelty of her dress; 
her walk, air, and manner were totally at variance with her 
masculine garb; on-the whole, her performance was a failure. 

The new comedy called The Diamond Ring, or, Exchange no 
Robbery, brought out at this theatre about the middle of Au- 
gust, is in point of fact one of the most impudent deceptions 
ever practised upon the public; being neither more nor less 
than an excellent old play mangled and mutilated in the most 
shameful manner. We allude to the comedy of “ He would be a 
Soldier,” from which not only the plot of the present piece is 
taken, but whole scenes are literally transcribed without the 
smallest alteration. Swipes, his wife, and son, are the Wil- 
kins, Mrs. Wilkins, and Caleb, in the original play. Sir 
Chistopher Cranberry is the old general, and Littleworth the 
gallant Crevelt. But oh! what a falling off is there; the latter 
characters, which are finely-drawn portraits of gallant and 
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martial spirits, are changed, the one into a whimsical old hu- 
mourist, whose buffoonery disquiets us, and the other into one 
of the non-entities technically denominated walking gentlemen. 
The principal female character experiences the same fate. The 
piece is cut down from five acts to three, and the author, we 
beg pardon, the compiler, having omitted some characters, 
spoiled others, and introduced one or two new ones which are 
good for nothing, modestly styles the work which he has thus 
mangled, a wew coygpy! This is the art of play-writing made 
easy, with a witness! Terry did all that could be done with Sir 
Christopher ; in the scene with Lady Cranberry, the only one in 
which his powers have fair scope, he was inimitable. No 
muscles could stand the Sam Swipes of Liston, he never ap- 
peared without exciting peals of laughter. Farley’s French 
valet was an indifferent performance; and Connor looked like 
any thing but the representative of an Irish gentleman; he 
played the part as badly as he looked it: Mrs. Gibbs performed 
with her usual spirit. 





THE ENGLISH OPERA HOUSE. 


A MELO-pRAMA called The Vampire, or, The Bride of the 
Isles, was brought out at this theatre on the 9th of August; 
it is taken from a French piece, and unites a story of more 
than ordinary interest to beautiful scenery and delightful 
Scotch music. The story is briefly as follows: the Vampire, 
(F. P. Cooke), having during his life acquired the epithet of 
Bloody, is chahged after his death into a Vampire, that is to 
say, 4 demon who walks the earth in human form: but who is _ 
obliged, at stated times, to gain a virgin bride, from whose 
veins, soon after he has married her, he drains the life blood: 
this horrid offerifg has frequently been renewed by the de- 
mon, who has assumed various forms, and who at length, in 
the person of Earl Marsden, gains the friendship of Lord 
Ronald of the Isles, (Bartley). and is killed in that nobleman’s 
defence: Lord Romald deeply laments his death; and, out 
of love for his memory, intends to bestow his daughter, Lady 
Margaret (Mrs. W. S. Chatterly) upon his brother. Soon after 
the piece opens, the supposed brother appears, who proves to be 
Marsden himself; he pretends that unexpected assistance had 
eured him of his wounds, and claims the hand of Margaret. She 
has been warned against him m a vision, but through the influ- 
ence of a powerfal spell with which he is gifted, consents; but, 
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however, the fiend is seized with a fit of remorse, and although 
the time in which his victim must be found is nearly expired, 
yet, in hopesof saving Margaret, he attempts to carry off Effie, 
who is on the eve of marriage with Robert, a retainer of Lord 
Ronald ; he is shot in the attempt by Robert, and dies in the 
arms of Lord Ronald, whom he obliges to take a solemn oath to 
conceal his death till an hour after the moon has set. On Ro- 
nald’s return to his castle, be finds Marsden alive, and hurrying 
on the intended nuptials. The truth flashes on Ronald’s mind, 
but his declaration that Marsden is a fiend, is looked on as the 
ravings of a madman; he is removed to his chamber, and the 
ceremony is about to take place, when, through the returnof Ro- 
bert, he is liberated, bursts into the chapel, and succeeds in de- 
laying the ceremony till the sun sets; at the instant flames ter- 
minate the existence of the Vampire, and Margaret is clasped 
in safety to the bosom of her father. 





SURREY THEATRE. 

We had heard so much of the performances at this house, 
that we were at length induced to pay it a visit, and were 
agreeably sarprised to find that report had fallen short of the 
truth. The theatre is very handsome, and the performances 
far exceed what we could have conceived. The pieces we 
saw, Wheels within Wheels, Richard the First, and Harlequin 
Hoax, were admirably got up. Wheels within Wheels, is a 
very laughable and spirited burletta, in which the characters 
are drawn with a trath and nature that would do credit to the 

_Tegular drama, Miss Poole, sister to Mrs. Dickons, made her 
debit in it: she was received with great applause. Miss 
Copeland’s Chambermaid was an inimitable piece of acting, 
and her songs were given with much taste: her voice is sweet 
and powerful, and in her singing she articulates her words 
with uncommon distinctness. Messrs. Bengough, Payne, 
Wyat, and Fitzwilliam, supported their characters with great 
spirit: the latter has a considerable share of comic humour. 
Our limits will not permit us to notice the several characters 
in the two other pieces; but we must observe, that Miss 
Copeland’s Matilda was very well played: we were particu- 
larly delighted with the scene between her and the governor; 
it was admirable: her performance in Harlequin Hoax was 
marked by a rich strain of humour, and the whimsical variety 
of her medley song drew down peals of applause. 
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THE 


MIRROR OF FASHION 
FOR SEPTEMBER, 1820. 








WALKING DRESS. 


A jaconacT muslin round dress: the skirt is gored, and 
sufficiently wide to hang in easy folds round the figure; it 
is ornamented at the bottom of the skirt with a rich flounce 
of work, headed by a chain trimming en bouillonné, com- 
posed of soft muslin; this is surmounted by another flounce 
headed in the same manner, and that by a third. The 
body is made high, moderately long in the waist, and with 
a little fulness at the back. ‘The collar falls over, and is 
finished by full puffs of muslin. The sleeve is rather loose, 
falls very far over the hand, and is terminated by a full 
fall of work. The epaulette is slightly edged with work, and 
is ornamented with puffs of muslin placed crosswise. Head- 
dress, a bonnet, composed of clear muslin; the crown is 
cased; it is of a moderate size, and is ornamented with full 
bows of rich white riband placed on one side; the brim is 
large, itis made to stand out a good deal from the face, is 
rounded at the corners, and not so long as they have been 
lately worn; it fastens under the chin with white strings, 
Triple ruff of rich work. A silk handkerchief is tied care+ 
lessly round the throat. Black kid shoes; Limeric gloves. 


EVENING DRESS. 


A RouND dress, composed of white lace, over a white sa- 
tin slip; the bottom of the skirt is very tastefully finished 
hy a wreath of roses interspersed with leaves; the wreath is 
disposed in a serpentine direction. The corsage is composed 
of pink satin, is a little peaked, both before and behind, 
is of a moderate length in the waist, and tight to the shape. 
A full quilling of blond net goes round both the bust and 
the bottom of the waist. The sleeves are white lace; they 
are very full; the fulness is intersected with narrow rouleaug 
of white satin, which form it into oval puffs; two narrow 
rouleauzx: confine the fulness at the bottom of the arm. The 
hair is dressed in a very youthful style; the hind hair is 
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plaited and forms a simple knot bebind; the front hair is 
divided so as to display the forehead and eyebrows, and 
curled in loose ringlets, which fall very low on each side 
of the face. Coiffure 4 la Pomone, a wreath of ripe wheat 
ears mingled with corn-flowers, which is placed in a slant- 
ing direction on the crown of the head. Necklace and ear- 
rings, pearl. White kid gloves, ivory fan, and whit satin shoes. 
We are indebted to Miss Pierpoint, maker of the corset 4 la 
Grecque, No. 9, Henrietta-street, Covent-Garden, for both 
these dresses. . 

A court mourning of some duration was expected to have 
been ordered for Her Royal Highness the late Duchess of 
York; her near affinity by marriage to the throne, rendered 
this idea so general, that several ladies had given directions 
for deep mourning, without waiting for the Lord Chamber- 
lain’s orders; the public expectation was, however, disap- 
pointed ; the mourning was slight and short, extending only 
from the 13th of August to the 3d of September. It has 
been pretty general, though not deep; black silk with black 
gauze, or white crape or muslin trimmings, has been worn 
by a great number of ladies, and white dresses with black 
sashes, spencers, or tippets, have likewise been much in 
request for the promenade; the bonnets have been invari- 
ably black or white, or a mixture of both, 

We have endeavoured to select from among the novelties 
now preparing for the approaching change from slight mourn- 
ing to colours, such as are most worthy of the attention of 
our fair readers: two of the most striking we have given 
in our print; among the others is a‘ carriage pelisse and 
bonnet, which we consider as remarkable for their novelty 
as for their taste and simplicity, 

The pelisse is composed of Pomona-green corded levantine, 
and lined with white sarsnet; the skirt is a little gored, 
and is moderately full; nearly all the fulness is thrown into 
the hips. The body is made tight to the shape; the back 
of a moderate width, and very much sloped on each side: 
the centre of the back is plain, but there are flutings on each 
side, which terminate with a fall rosette formed of alternate 
folds of Pomona-green and white satin. The collar is made 
very high, and is pointed in the middle of the back and at 
each corner. ‘The sleeve is wider than we have lately seen 
them; the trimming, which goes all round the pelisse, con- 
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sists of a wreath, disposed in a zigzag direction, composed 
of alternate rosettes and shells which are formed of a mix- 
tare of white and Pomona-green satin. The collar is or- 
namented to correspond; the bottom of the sleeve is finished 
by narrow rouleaux of white and Pomona-green satin, dis- 
posed in a zigzag; the epaulette is singularly pretty, consist- 
ing of draperies of the two satins fastened up by rosettes ; 
the upper one is looped in the middle of the arm, the lower 
one on each side. 

The bonnet is of a new shape, and is composed of open- 
work fancy straw, intermixed with deep chenille; the crown 
is oval, and moderately high, and the brim is smaller than they 
are worn at present; it is rather pointed in front, and square 
at the ears, is decorated with small rosettes of white sa- 
tin placed at a little distance from each other near the 
edge, and the top of the crown is ornamented ina siwilar style ; 
a bouquet of poppies, mixed with ears of ripe corn, is placed 
on one side of the crown, and white strings tie it under 
the chin. 

We have noticed also a dinner dress, composed of white 
bombazin, and trimmed with poppy-coloured satin, which we 
think very striking and elegant; the bottom of the skirt is 
finished by deep waves of poppy-coloured satin, laid on a 
little full, and ornamented at the edge by two rows of rich 
white cord. The waves are headed by a broad chain of 
trimming of white and poppy-coloured satin plaited together , 
a row of puffs, in the shape of a large leaf, surmounts the 
chain, and are let in at some distance from each other, 
The corsage is of moderate length; the lower part is full, 
and is composed of bombazin, and the upper part, which is of 
poppy-coloured satin, is tight to the shape; and itis let in before 
and behind in the stomacher style, which forms the shape in 
a very graceful manner. Short, full sleeve, composed of 
white satin, the fulness fancifully confined by poppy-coloured 
cord, intermixed with silk buttons to correspond. The bust 
is fiaished by row of blond which is quilled so as to partly 
to stand up and partly to fall over. 

It is not very easy to decide what colours will be most 
fashionable, but it is thought that Pomona-green, lavender, 
damask, rose-colour, purple, and slate colour, will be most 
in estimation. 

VOL. XIL—.. a 
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CABINET DES MODES DE PARIS. 


Ir is a prevalent, but very mistaken opinion, that the 
French fashions change with such rapidity, that a lady has 
scarcely began to enjoy the triumph of inventing a new fa- 
shion, ere it is superseded by another. If this assertion were 
made with respect to head-dresses only, it would be tolera- 
bly correct; but the other parts of the dress do not change, 
generally speaking, so often as with us. Thus at present 
the Parisian belle appears in public promenades in the same 
atyle of gown that we described in our Number for July; 
the only difference is, that the dress is no longer peaked 
before and behind, for in other respects the form continues the 
same; some trifling alterations, however, in the rest of ha- 
biliments give an air of novelty to the appearance of the 
fair Parisian, which, at first sight, would tempt us to sup- 
pose that she sports a mew fashion. The girdle is no longer 
of the same material as the dress, or of riband, it is now 
‘composed of black velvet, and very broad; the clasp is in 
general of gold; and the silk shawl, or muslin pelerine, has 
given way to a rich, black lace shawl: such are the few al- 
terations that strike the eye of an observant reporter of fa-~ 
shions in promenading the 


BOULEVARDS, 


‘or any of the other tonish public walks; but when we como 
to take into consideration the change in head-dresses, and the 
variety of those now worn, we are so mach at loss for words 
to convey distinct ideas of them, that we are almost tempted 
to wish Fashion had a vocabulary of her own. 

The materials of chapeaux are light and appropriate to the 
season; gauze, crapc, straw, an amazing variety of stuffs, 
composed of a mixture of straw and silk, cotton plaited to 
resemble straw, and silks of different descriptions. As to the 
shape, there are three different sorts fashionable. The first 
is a hat, the crown of which resembles a man’s; the brim, which 
is rather small in front, and very wide at the sides, is bent 
down over the forehead, and stands out at each side of the 
face; it is rather deep in the neck behind; a riband, placed 
very far back, fastens it under the chin, and the crawn 
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which is very low, is decorated with a half garland of roses, 
lilies, tulips, lilacs, or daises, 

This hat is in very great request with the oval-faced belle, 
whose faultless contour of countenance will bear a full dis- 
play. If her complexion be fair, the hat is blue or lilac; 
or, perhaps, white, lined with either of these colours; if she 
can boast a clear, brown skin, the chapeau is violet, or ci- 
tron; and if she happen to be sallow, which, entre nous, is 
very often the case, a lining and ornaments of rose-colour 
help to disguise the defect. 

The second shape, which is equally in favour with beau- 
ties of a different style, is a bonnet, the crown of which is 
of a moderate height, and is either round or oval; the ma- 
terial which covers it may be variously disposed, sometimes * 
it is laid on in deep flutings, sometimes in full folds, and 
not unfrequently it is plain; this is particularly the case with 
silk hats; the brim is extremely wide, hat not very deep; it 
is usually fluted, and this has a pretty effectenough when the 
material is light; the brim is rounded, and very long at the 
ears. This sort of bonnet, in whatever way it is put on, must, 
from its shape, partially conceal the face, and give a softness 
to the countenance ; accordingly we find it universally adopted 
by the coarse, or the masculine, among our fair neighbours, 

* many of whom, in order to render it still more adapted to 
their contour of face, have a small curtain veil of blond, or 
fine lace, attached to the edge of the brim; other belles sub- 
stitute a suche, or full puffing. lf the hat is of light mate- 
tials, the ruche, or puffing, corresponds; if it is of silk, straw, 
or a mixture of straw and silk, the trimming is of blond, 
gauze, or tulle, These hats are also ornamented with flowers, 
and may be adorned with either a wreath or bouquet at 
the fancy of the wearer. It is in the arrangement of flowers 
principally, that French taste is most defective; nothing can 
be more glaring and outre than the manner in which the 
hues are contrasted, and if the declaimers against French 
fashions wish to find a fit subject for their spleen, they have 
only to point to the gardener’s nosegay which adorns the 
bonnet or the hair of a fashionable belle, for it appears literally 
what it is called, and one might be tempted to suppose that 
the only thing thought of in forming it was to make it 
large enough. 
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The third bonnet is more gencrally becoming than either 
of the other two; the brim is of a moderate size, and ra- 
ther broader in front than at the sides, which gives a soft- 
ness to the features without concealing them; the ears are 
very short, and the crown is adorned with a drapery en mar- 
motte, that is to say, a half-handkerchief which is attached 
to the crown, one end of it falling in the neck, and the two others 
either fastening under the chin, or brought round the crown 
and crossed in front so as to form two points, which hang 
over the brim; if the handkerchief is thus disposed, a rich 
tiband fastens the bonnet under the chin, and a diadem, or 
half wreath of flowers, is placed immediately above the points 
in front. 

In some instances, ribands only form the ormaments of 
bonnets, and are of floss silk of a very rich discription; 
some have a raised stripe in the middle, and at each edge; 
others have one half plain, and the other embroidered, and 
are occasionally used to form a ruche for bonnets. We sce 
also in a few instances, that the band which goes round the 
crown is formed of riband plaited, and always of two colours ; 
this kind of band is never used but forstraw hats; and is com- 
posed in general of watered ribands, while puffs of the same 
ribands frequently surmount the top of the crown. 

We must not forget the pocket-handkerchiet, the ridicule, 
and the parasol, all three important articles ia the estimation 
of a French belle; there is no part of her dress, in fact, to 
which she attaches more importance than the mouchotr de 
poche; it marks at once the wealth and taste of the wearer, 
and must be of the finest cambric, and exquisitely embroid- 
ered. The material of the ridicule is at present of leather ; 
but it has lately varied its form very often, two months 
ago it was a small basket, afterwards it appeared as a port- 
folio, and now it assumes the shape of a lyre. 

The parasol is still of a large size, and is always finished 
with a rich silk fringe, and in general lined with slight 
sarsnet. I need scarcely add, that the lining is suited to 
the complexion of the wearer. Fashionable colours are— 
violet, citron, rose-colour, blue, and lilac, 
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THE 


APOLLONIAN WREATH. 
> 


LINES 


PRESENTED TO HER MAJESTY THE QUEEN, IMMEDIATELY ON HER 
RETURN FROM THE CONTINENT, JUNE 6th, 1820. 


Tue sable clouds disperse, the gloom gives way, 
Before Apollo’s soul-inspiring ray! 
With rapture fir'd, he strikes his golden lyre, 
‘The sacred Muses join the solemn choir,— s 
They join in concert, raise the vocal lay, 
Exulting sing this blest auspicious day! 
‘The Queen returns to Neptune’s favourite seat——” 
“ The Queen returns,” the echoing rocks repeat! 
The joyful news, on curling billows borne, — 
To distant shores, all hail the Queen’s return! 
Triumphant shouts, and loud applauses rise 
From earth to heav’n, and echo round the skies! 


Britannia’s daughters hail their Queen’s return, 
(Their tears undried, shed o’er her daughter’s urn) 
Invoking heav'n to gild her future days, 

And sooth her soul with consolation’s rays ; 

With love and loyalty their bosoms burn— 

All virtuous Britons hail their Queen’s return! 

“ She comes,” they cry, “ she comes to bless our isle 
With her indulgent and approving smile!” 


May balmy health her circling years attend, 
May sorrow never more her bosom rend, 
e3 
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May guardian angels hover o’er her head, 
Spread their white wings and canopy her bed ; 
May she be blest with all that heart can prize, 
Unclouded peace on earth, and glory in the skies. 
8. H, 


| 


TO FANCY.—A Fracment. 


Inspiring Fancy! heav’n-descended pow’r! 

Thou ready bright’ner of the gloomy hour! 

Spread thy light pinions and convey once more 

My wand’ring steps from Thule’s rocky shore, 

To where, dark flowing in majestic pride, 

The far-fam’d Thamis rolls his silver tide, 

Where London’s smoky towers in grandenr rise, 

And crowded wonders court the admiring eyes. 
She hears my prayer, and lo! at her command, 

Fades the wild features of my native land; 

Her roaring waves in distance die away, 

Sinks her bold rocks, her vales, and mountains grey. 
The fairy scenes of Britain's southward isle 

Soon ov my airy wand’rings seem to smile, 

Her cities sparkle in the sunny light, 

And all is novel, beautiful, and bright. 

Yet, amid all that to my eager gaze, 

Her wonder-working wand at once can raise, 

I turn aside, one spot obscure to seek, 

Where lies my suffering friend resign’d and meek. 
Yes, dear Eliza! in thy fading face, 

An index to thy mind, thy thoughts I trace; 

Ah! gentle maid, and shall it ne’er be thine 

To realize the long-form’d, lov’d design, 

And visit that far distant isle, where sleep 

The ashes of your father! There may weep 

The dews of heaven upon the soldier's grave, 
And o’er his narrow bed the flow’ret wave; 
“But not a daughter's purer tears sliall lie, 

Nor the more grateful fragrance of her sigh 
Breathe on the summer air, 
Thule, 1814. Ora. 
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STANZAS. 


Tuer is one sacred, lonely spot, 
Which every one can call his own; 

Where ken of mortal pierceth not— 
But God, who form’d it, sees alone. 


There, in its lonely solitude, 
My solitary reign I keep, 

Where human eye shall ne’er intrude, 
To see my heart its life blood weep, 


There I have hid from ev'ry eye, 
One cherish'd grief, my own alone! 
It speaks not in a bursting sigh, 
Nor vents itself in tear or groan. 


No outward sorrow have I worn, 
Nor wrapped my aching brow in gloom, 
But smil’d, although that spot forlorn 
Was cold and desert as the tomb. 


Thule, 1820. Ora. 


DEATH. 


“« Mysterious state! I once had fear’d 
To tempt thine unacquainted shade, 
The couch where no man’s voice is heard, 
The cell no living steps invade!” 


eeeenne 


Ox! yes, when life and hope were young, 
I fondly dream’d of joys to be; 

For, though my early lyre was strung 
To melancholy minstrelsy, 


Hope, with her blue eyes bath’d in light, 
And golden streaming hair, would bring 
. Enchanting dreams, and visions bright, 
And balm of healing on her wing. 
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Yes! once I shuddered at thy name; 
But now I long thy courts to see! 
Oh! dark, mysterious, dreadful king! 
I consecrate my lyre to thee. 





Fair hope hath long a stranger been, 

Now at thy palace-gate she stands 
Enlight’ning all the gloomy scene, 

And stretching forth her radiant hands— 


“ Come, mourner! to this quiet place, 
Where peace and silence reign profound, 
Come, end thy short and troubled race 
Within this dark and narrow mound?” 


Mysterious power! once did I fear 
Thy dark and unknown courts to tread, 
But now I long the voice to hear 
That calls me to thy silent bed. Ora, 


A SACRED SONG, 


By MISS MARY LEMAN REDE. 


Ou! turn not away with so cold a disdain! 

What though she has stray’d from the bright path of truth, 
There yet is a light can restore her again, 

And bring back the beam that illumin’d her youth. 


The mercy that pities will pardon her error, 
Rekindle the ray that is lost to her now, 

And the tear that unkindness had frozen in terror, 
May glow in her eye and illumine her brow, 


Remember how meek to the sinner He tarn’d, 

When the shout of her conscious accusers was o’er, 
‘When, raising his eyes to the wretch they had spurn’d, 
He bade her depart, and be guilty no more! 
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His mercy could pardon the wretched transgressor, 
His purity shrunk not appall’d from her thus. 
Then, tell me, if acting as her intercessor 

Were not more becoming to beings like us? 


For who can assert the false light that misled 

This wandering daughter of error and woe, 

Had it fall’n in their path, had not taught them to tread 
Where virtue, forwarn'd, would have trembled to go? 


WOMAN'S LOVE. 


‘ Tuene is a bliss for ev’ry heart, 
A balm for ev'ry care, 
A charm that sooths our sorrows’ smart, 
And triumphs o’er despair ; 


*Tis not the wreath a bard may claim, 
*Tis not the power to rove, 

’Tis not the trump of flying fame— 
*Tis woman's plighted love. 


The miser’s hoard of glittering ore 
May feast his gloating eye; 

The sage on nature’s book may pore, 
And read the letter’d sky; 


At every shrine the saint may kneel, 
May muse in ev’ry grove ; 

But still his heart will sigh to feel 
Fond woman’s plighted love. 


The weight of slav’ry’s galling chain 
The warrior’s arm may bind; 

The iron grasp of. ceaseless pain 
May wring the firmest mind; 


Dire want may spread a cloud in air 
No sunshine can remove ; 
But still one solace all may share— 
’Tis woman's plighted love. 
St. John’s, Cambridge. 
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ON LEAVING ENGLAND. 


Dalcia linquimus aroa. Viroitit Ectoos 


FAREWELL, my native land, farewell! 
Thy white cliffs lessen to my sight, 
Borne on the surges’ heaying swell, 
With thee I leave each fond delight. 


Where boyhood’s days I happy pass’d, 
Doubly endear'd thy woody dales, 

Or hills that break the wintry blast, 

Or calm retreat of silent vales. 


And yet, perhaps, ere morning’s dawn 
Has beam’d upon the dark green wave, 
This fragile bark, tost by the storm 
Upon the quicksand’s fatal track, 
Beyond all human power to save, 

May sink, alas! a fated wreck, 


Dear land that gave my fathers birth, 

Oh! can I banish thoughts of thee? 

No, while I linger yet on earth, 

My thoughts of England still will be. GERMARICUS. 


THE CAPTIVE. 
By J. M. LACEY. 


In life’s short joarney man must often find 
Adversity and grief upon his road ; 

Woe still will nringle in the human mind, 
And add its burthen to the wand’rer’s load! 


But he, who far from country and from home, 
Mourns in captivity’s unceasing gloom, 

He feels true sorrow,—doom’d no more to roam 
Through scenes of bliss—immur’d in mis’ry’s tomb! 
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Fen though sometimes, in halcyon dreams, he roves 
By streams once lov’d, forgetting all his pains, 
Yet, waking soon to deeper woe, he proves 
The dreary distance of his native plains, 


Or sometimes, fancy-led, in wakeful hour 
He dares indulge anticipation’s joys, 

And scenes of promis’d peace, with magic pow'r, 
Make him forget his fetters’ hateful noise. 


Soon, soon the happy future fades away, 
Again his chains forbid his thoughts to roam, 
Or make sad memory mourn lost freedom’s day, 
Far from his friends, his country, and his home! 


Perchance some gen’rous, sympathising soul 
May, for a moment, steal away his pain; 

But the next instant gives back grief’s controul ; 
For, ah! his home he ne’er may see again! 


STANZAS ON HER MAJESTY. 2 


Au! why does my bosom, ’twixt sorrow and anguish, 
Heave for beauty neglected the sorrowing sigh? 

Ah! why does the flower thus perish and languish, 
So sweet in its fragrance—so fair to the eye? 


The cold winds of winter have shed o’er her bloom, 
The withering blast of neglect’s chilly storm, 

And bow’d to the earth her pale head to the tomb, 
And left to our country the wreck of her form! 


Yet still, lovely gem, shalt thou flourish awhile, 
And the soft sighing Zephyr invite thee to rest; 
For the halo of life shalt thy sorrows beguile, 
And angels protect every shaft from thy breast. 


Whilst tenderness chasing the tear from thy cheek, 
Shall dry all thy woes and dispel them away ; 
And envy itself shall thine innocence speak, 
And leave on its vitals the vulture to prey. 
14h August, 1820. R.H. 
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NOTES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Lines, by C. P—r, Ballad, by Alpheus, The Communications of Miss Mary 
Leman Rede, and of Mr. W. Lemen Rede, Enigma, by Alpheus, Lines, by M. Ee 
Enigma, by Jephoor, The Vicissitudes of Fortaue, and Gertrude, are received. 


The Lines on the Death of Mr. West, are not so good as those we have be- 
fore been favoured with from their author, nor are those “ To a Friend,” 
by P—r. 

The following Essays were received before the 1st of August, but too late 
to be noticed in our last Number—Reginald, Juvenis, Coplestone, Fidelia, 
Harriet, **T. G.L—, £. Skelton, W. Thompson, D, E,B. Philogunaikos, 
and Euphrasia. 


PRIZE ESSAY. 


We have great pleasnre in congratulatingy MISB MARY LEMAN REDE 
upon being the successful candidate for the Prize:we proposed for the best 
Essay on the following subject, viz. “To prove by argument and example, 
whether the influenceof women on society has been most injurious or most 
beneficial to its interests.” The Essay itself will be published on the ist of 
October, at which time the Prize will be ready for delivery. 


In thas adjudging the Prize to a Lady, we trast our male correspondents 
will forget their disappointment, and accept, as theig reward, the thanks of 
those whose cause they have so ably advocated, whilst our female competi- 
tors we hope will feel a degree ‘of pride in their sex’s guperiority which will 
soften theirs. We retarn our sincere achnowledgment$ to our numerous can- 
didates for several very respectable Essays, among which, we must particu- 
Jarly mention those of F. H. B. Reginald, E. Ball, and Fidelia, from whom 
we again hope to be favoured with occasional communicatiuus, 


The modesty of Harriett would disarm criticism, even if it were deserved, 
but we assure her, she has no cause for apprehension. 


The poeticat Essay of Javenis is particularly excellent, bat as we required 
@ prose composition, and not a poetical one, we must not infringe npon our 
rules even to reward superior merit ; we shall, however, be proud to insert 
it next month in oar Apojlonian Wreath, and shall at all future times be glad 
of his correspondence, 


ERRATA, . 


In onr Number for July, page 51, line 17, instead of “The bonnet of the 
brunette is 6f a white-rose colour,” read, The bonnet of the brunette is of 
white, rosecolour, &c. And, in page 52, line 36, instead of;* half.boots are of 
leather, or silk, and white, read, half-boots are of leather, or stout silk. 
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MADAME VESTRIS. 


HE maiden name of Madame Vestris was Bartoloxsi; 
she is the grand-daughter of that eminent engraver, to 
whose fame no praise of oura could: add any thing, and whom 
death has long since removed from a scene where commen; 
dation: could be of any benefit, or censure of any injury. 
Madame Vestris was born in London, in the year 1797, 
Of her earliest years, we know little more than that they 
were past as those of other young ladies; she. dieco- 
vered, however, a marked predilection for. music,. particur 
larly vocal music, and fortunately, she possessed in her mo- 
ther a teacher capable of giving. her the best instructions. 
It has been said of persons, especially of females, who are 
passionately fond of music, that they contract early attach- 
ments and early marriages; it would not, perhaps, be diff- 
cult to assign.a reason: but be that as it may, Madame V. 
in her ‘sixteenth. year, married into the family of Vestris, a 
name of' great’ celebrity in the gay but frivolous amusement 
of dancing. Little reason had she at that time to sup+ 
pose that she should be obliged to derive from her talents 
the means of support, but she still contrived to cultivate her 
musical powers; a fortunate perseverance, for about three 
years after her marriage, she found it necessary to accept an 
engagement at the Opera-house. She made her first appear- 
VOL, Xi.—s. I. R 
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ance in the character of Proserpina in the “ Rapto di Pro- 
serpina,” in July, 1816. She continued there the remainder 
of that season, and the whole of the next, but at the close of 
the year 1817, she went to Paris, and was engaged for 
nearly a twelvemonth at the Theatre Favart, then under the di- 
rection of Catalani. From Paris she proceeded to Italy, 
where she improved herself under the best masters; and at 
the end of 1818 returned to Paris, from whence, after re- 
maining ‘half a year, she came over to London. In the 
spring of the present year, she was engaged at Drury-lane, but 
it was not till she performed at this theatre that the extent 
and versatility of her talents were properly appreciated, 
and no little merit is due to Mr. Elliston, the liberal pro- 
prietor, to Mr. RusselJ, the judicious and active manager, 
and to one other person, for the confidence they inspired 
into her. She has appeared in Lilla, in Adela, in Artaxerxes, 
in Dolly Snip, and in Don Giovanni, characters, it must be 
confessed, of a very dissimilar kind, and requiring very con- 
siderable talents, both in singing and acting, to crowded houses 
nightly. Her voice is of great compass and volume, and of much 
sweetness and strength, able to express the strongest as 
well as the softest passion, and equally capable of swelling 
to the lofty tone of command, of sinking to the most plain- 
tive note of pity, or the most melting cadence of love; yet it 
is not confined to serious subjects; in Lilla, and characters 
of that stamp, she equals Storace in ease, and exoeeds her 
ia grace and beauty ; she has all her playfulness without her 
coarseness, and all her freedom without her overweening 
confidence. Artaxerxes is a part of a very different kind; 
but her manner of singing the beautiful air, “In Infancy,” 
will: not easily be forgotten by those who have any “ music 
in their souls.” Her figure is slight, but extremely well pro-~ 
portioned; her face, particularly her eyes, beautiful and:ex- 
pressive; while her disposition, as her countenance shews, 
is extremely amiable. ; 
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PRIZE ESSAY. 





TO PROVE BY ARGUMENT AND EXAMPLE WHETHER THE IN- 
FLUENCE OF WOMEN ON SOCIETY HAS BEEN MOST INJURIOUS 
OR MOST BENEFICIAL TO ITS INTERESTS. 





Waeruer the influence of women has been most injurious 
or most beneficial to the interests of society, is a question 
which embraces a very wide field of contemplation, especially 
if we were to enter on the differences arising from local 
circumstanees. To keep within the limits of an essay, we 
must consider them in the aggregate, for after all, however 
man may differ from the latitude in which he has been 
placed, still, like colour, which though capable of every va- 
Tiety of hue, may always be traced back to its primary one, 
he exhibits under every circumstance points of character 
indigenous to the whole species. 

The influence of women on society, must naturally be 
great from the very powerful mature of the ties by which 
they stand connected to it; and were we to allow to the 
extent in which, perhaps, we might, that education begins, 
and: character takes its bias with, the very dawn of percep- 
tion, we must be. forced to acknowledge it irrisistible. It 
has been a remark, (whether founded on truth and reason, 
let athers determine) that no man, unless utterly depraved, 
ever reverts to his mother without feeling the better part of 
his nature awakened. Instances, no doubt, may be found 
in contradiction of this assertion, but they are as rare in 
their occurrence, as the caso is singular in its atrocity: nor 
is this surprising when we consider that the maternal cha- 
racter. naturally draws forth all the virtues of the heart, 
and calls into action all the powers of the mind; there is 
no link in the whole chain of human affections more power- 
fal or more lasting than that which subsists between the 
mother and the child; it is, in fact, an instinct, dignified by 
reason, and heightened and animated by the passions and 
feelings—a new channel of self love, which, like its parent 
stream, refines and fertilizes as it flows. Hence may be 
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drawn an argument in favour of the beneficial influence of 
woman, and at the same time a most powerful one for ad- 
vancing her in the ‘scale of intellectual existence, in order 
to render that influence more permanent and extensive. 

The first school of the philosopher, the statesman, citizen, 
or soldier, is the nursery; and, lightly as it may be thought 
of, a most important one it is. Disposition and temper 
constitute a large portion of the happiness or misery of life, 
and it is here that they are first perverted or improved; 
many an action, could it be analysed, might be carried:back 
to early impressions and examples, for the characters which 
bave been traced on the first pages of childhood are inde- 
lible. However the mind may be disciplined in after years, 
pay absolutely habituated to a proscribed line of conduct, 
it is always liable to revert to its early nature on the 
alightest impetus being given to it; as on hearing the first 

- mntea of a long-forgotten tune, we instantly recollect the re- 
masinder of the strain. It certainly will not be denied that 
the middle class of society has sent more dignitaries to the 
temples of Fame and Science than any other; may not this, 
im a great measure, be attributed to the influence of the 
Maternal and feminine virtmes? In this class, which has 
jestly been regarded by the wisest and the best, as the hap- 
piost state of life, a state most amicable to mental and moral 
improvement, the refinements of civilization exist without 
their depravity, and the female character receives the adarn- 
yeat of elegant accomplishments, and the polish of society, 
without sacrificing herself at the shrine of dissipation. Here 
the wife and mother. does nat regard attention to her chil- 
dren and domestic duties as any compromise of her dignity 
or her elegance; while the offspring of the higher orders, are 
almost invariably left to the care of domestics, from whom 
they imbibe the germs of future character, and are sent into 
the world with hearts unawakened to the sweetest sympa- 
thies of nature, with minds undisciplined by education, and 
upprepared by precept, to guard against the pernicious les~ 
sens of example—that. book which all can read, but whose 
pages contain more instances “to deter than to imitate.’’ 

Yet important as it is in this view, if in no other, that 
the female mind should be cultivated, a valgar prejudice ex- 
ists against it, which, though in some measure dissipated of 
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late years, is very far from being generally removed. Be- 
cause some have exchanged the frivolity of fashion for the 
pedantry of knowledge, and adopted the form, but not im- 
bibed the spirit, an argument has been adduced fatal to. the 
education of the sex ; intellectual cultivation has been thought 
to interfere with the mystery of puddings and pies, and the 
arrangements of the boudoir with those of the nursery; but 
though “a learned woman may frequently neglect her family, 
a sensible one very seldom will;” the aim, therefore, of all 
education should chiefly be directed to the formation of the 
latter, for that learning stands on a poor basis, which has 
not sense for its foundation; and though some may have 
abused the advantages they have received, yet there are few 
who cannot. retort upon the opponents of female improvement, 
the lamentable deficiences of men of profound erudition and 
unclonded genius, and cite their faults to.invalidate any ar- 
gument in favour of knowledge, while they plead their ex- 
ample as an extenuation of their own errors; but precedent 
is a poor palliation, ag there is scarcely any thing for which 
one may not be drawn, and that even from the most sacred 
sources; and those. whom knowledge has not made virtuous, 
the want of it had, perhaps, left infamous. Independant, 
however, of other advantages, it may confidently be asserted 
that even the pleasures of life will be more rational, and 
more innocent, as mental improvement becomes more gene- 
ral. The sexes mutually influence each other; and in no 
thing does the principle of re-action exist with greater force. 
Did men admire beauty less, women would be less solicitous 
about it, and the graces of the person would not be cul- 
tivated at the expence of those of the mind. But literary 
ladies are looked upon, by the majority of the other sex, 
with an eye of jealousy, as usurpers and intruders upon 
those privileges, which, with a spirit of feudalism, they have 
appropriated to. themselves. They seem to fear the assump- 
tiom of superiority and monopoly of dominion, to which they 
are very unwilling te submit, however ready to exercise; 
but they have in reality much more to fear from. the illi- 
‘erate than from the well-informed, who desire not that do- 
minion over another which they would avoid submitting to 
themselves, nor descend to the low arts of cunning by 
which weaker minds establish their power; for in the. ma- 

a3 
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jority of cases, folly, the offspring of ignerance, will be foand 
to be. the parent of vice, from the daring ruffian who assails 
another's life, to the petty tormentor of the social circle. 

The anion of the sexes is the bond of society, and on the 
condition of that union depends its happiness and respecta- 
bifity. They know little of human nature who would prefer 
the exercise of force, in any relations of life, to the persua- 
sive argaments of gentleness; the extorted tribute is ever 
paid with reluctance and disgust; and it is repugnant to our 
nature to be pleased even by compulsion, while we cheer- 
fully yield our souls to that fascination which steals on us 
upperceived, which we have leisure to examine unrestrained, 
and to which we submit, from the conviction of reason or 
the caprice of fancy, uncompelied by arbitrary dictates. The 
sun made the traveller immediately part with his cloak, while 
all the violence of the wind induced him only to wrap it 
more closely around him. This is a long digression, but one, 
it is hoped, that may be forgiven, as it is in a great de- 
gtée relevant to the present question. 

Bat to quit the threshold of existence, and enter at once on 
its more busy scenes :. wherever we turn ourselves, we find 
the influence of women perpetual and predominant; with- 
eat. her pleasure has no view, and ambition no aim. To 
judge how far her influence is beneficial and necessary, we 
have only to conceive the world deprived of ber: man would 
want at once.a stimulant and a softener; for her worst ene- 
my will concede, that it is woman almost exclusively who 
refines and humanizes society. Compassion, tenderness, 
end charity, are her peculiar characteristics, and rare, in- 
deed, are the instances where the female heart, even when 
it has been vitiated by luxury and dissipation, corroded by 
distress or corrupted by sin, is insensible to the appeal of 
wretchedness. It is too true she is often the herald of vice, 
but more frequently the harbinger of virtue: if sometimes, 
like Aspasia, she sparkles in the brilliancy of wit and beruty 
only to give a zest to dissipation, and a seductive and dan- 
gerous veil to depravity, how much more commonly, like the 
mother of the Gracchi, and the wife of Cato, she gives lustre 
to the humblest duties of life. It would be casy to detail 
examples from history of the happy influence of the scx on 
secicty, but particular cases seldom serve a general argu- 
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ment; and it is father in the constituents of her nataral 
charactet, and in the economy of her education and habits, 
that we are best enabled to judge of the nature of her in+ 
fluence. 

The grand interests of society are confessedly thesé—re+ 
ligion, morality, temporal prosperity, and rational pleasure, 
In the first, she has always stood preeminently distinguished ; 
nothing is more rare than female apoatacy,— 





Not she with traitorons kiss’ her Saviour stung, 

Not she denied him with unholy tongue; 

She, while apostles shrank, could danger brave, 

Last at his cross, and earliest at his grave!” Barrerr. 


On morality, her chaste and restrained education, the rules 
that custom confine her to—as well as the tender duties of 
wife, mother, sister, and friend, of which she is in the perpe- 
tual exercise, certainly give her a most powerful and beneficial 
inflaence ; a truth which almost every individual is sapavie 
of attesting. 

How far the prosperity of society, political and commercial, 
depends upon her, interwoven as she is with the whole sys- 
tem of the world, it would. not be difficult to determine; and 
surely even stoics will allow, that pleasure, whether in the 
fireside circle of home, or in the brilliant round of public 
amusement, catches all its lustre and refinement from her 
presence. Of this vale of sorrow she is the rainbow, whioh 
turns even its tears to beauty; she covers the thorns of life 
with flowers, which though sometimes specious are always 
lovely; hex soothing voice, supporting arm, and sympathising 
heart, are. never wanting at the bed of sickness or of death; 
and as an individual sufferer she is proverbially patient; 
time invades her charms, but encreases her usefulness; the 
blossoms fall only to give place to the frait. 

Onan impartial review, therefore, and ander every consi- 
deration, it appears evident, that whatever may be the faults 
of women, their virtues will be found to turn the balance; 
consequently their influence on society must always have 
been beneficial to its interests, and it is equally certain 
that it must continue to be so, and that according to the cul- 
tivation of their intellect, the force of those virtues will be 
felt and increased. Knowledge is a corrective of the bad 
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passions, and the great support of the good; for by giving 
the understanding employment, it leaves neither time nor 
inlet to evil, while the more the sphere of action is con- 
fined, the more liable will be the mind to the taint of the 
meaner vices ; hence the deficiency of physical strength which 
places woman in the narrow circle of domestic duties, or the 
affluence which raises‘her above them, equally demands the 
exertion of mental energy, to prevent that vacuity of mind 
or perversion of sensibility, which trifling occupations, or 
the want of employment, alone occasion. 
July 18tk, 1820. M. L. R. 


MARSHAL KEITH. 


Wuen the Turks had invaded the Ukraine on the side of 
Russia, that empire sent two numerous armies to repel the in- 
vaders. The one commanded by Count Lasci, an Irishman, 
broke through the Turkish intrenchments, and ravaged Crimean. 
Tartary with fire and sword. The other army, under the com- 
mand of Count Munich, was destined for the destruction of 
Oczakow. In this army, Mr. Keith, then a lieutenant, but af- 
terwards governor of Berlin, and field marshal of the. Rus- 
sian forces, served ; and by his valour and skill at the head of 
eight thousand men, contributed most materially to the taking 
of the place. In storming this city, Lieutenant Keith gave such 
instances of tenderness and humanity, as diffused additional 
lustre round bis military glory, for while the furious Moscovites 
were sanguine in their revenge, he checked their ferocity, and 
exhorted them to spare the lives of their enemies. Among 
others, he rescued a child of six years of age from the hands 
of a-Cossack, who had already raised his scymitar to cut off 
her head, as she was struggling to extricate herself out of some 
rubbish in which she had been entangled. The father of the 
‘child was a Turkish grandee of some eminence; but being now 
left an orphan, Mr. Keith took her under his protection, eda- 
eated her in the most liberal manner, and treated her as 
if she had-been his owa daughter. When she grew up, he 
gave her the charge of his house, where she did the honours 
of the table, and proved herself worthy of the kindness abe 
experienced. 
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MARRIAGE; 
A TALE. 


wovoees 


Oh! how the passions, insolent and strong, 

Bear our weak minds their rapid course along; 

‘Make us the madness of their will obey; 

Then tie, and leave us to our griefs a prey! “ Cuasan. 





From this period, day after day served only to increase his 
passions and strengthen his delusion; he felt only to exist 
for Lady Desmond, and as if in her presence only he could 
even endure life. He was now completely wretched ; honour, 
virtue, and conscience pleaded powerfully against his tnfa- 
tation, but they could not conquer it; and in addition to 
this source of misery, he had again indulged in his destrac- 
tive fondness for play, and while his solicitor was anxiously 
endeavouring to liquidate his former debts, he was incurring 
still heavier ones. This tormenting reflection, however, was 
retief to his other sufferings, and at last he seriously deter- 
mined to quit at once the double scene of temptation. ‘“ Yes,” 
said he, ‘TI will fly while yet I am innocent of offence! I 
will hasten to bury my sorrows in the active performance 
of duties, which, however painful, I will conscientiously ful+ 
fil, and thas banish an idea, that must otherwise continually 
torment me.” The discharge of his debts was not quite so 
easy atask as that which he prescribed to himself, but this 
difficulty he resolved to obviate by application to a noted 
money-lender, and accordingly he waited upon Mr. Earn- 
shaw te acquaint him with his determination of leaving 
town, but not finding him at home, he bent his steps. to- 
wards Grosvenor-square, his heart exulting in the sacrifice 
he was about to make to: principle. 

Sir William and-a few morning visitors were in the bou- 
doir of her ladyship; De Courcy, with a firm voice, announced 
his intended departure on the following morning, and by his 
light and unconcerned manner, sought to conceal what was 
pasaing in reality in his mind; but, as he uttered his inten- 
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tion, he could not forbear stealing a look at her ladyship, 
and the sudden start, the pallid cheek, and quivering lip, 
which instantly followed his words, gave a throb of anguish to 
his bosom which was almost insupportable, though he still 
succeeded in preserving apparent gaiety. He had not, how- 
ever, the courage or resolution to take his leave, but though 
dreading the consequences of an uninterrupted interview, he 
remained till the company were gone. A. mutual embar- 
rassment was visible in both, and silence for some minutes 
was unbroken; at length, after a strong effort for composure, 
De Courcy made some common observation, which, however, 
passed unheeded by her ladyship in any other way than re- 
calling her own powers of speech. 

“You leave us then, De Courcy,” said she, ‘mournfully, 
hastily raising her eyes, and as quickly withdrawing them, 
with an expression of sorrow and tenderness which thrilled 
to his heart. 

“I do,” said he, in a voice scarcely audible, and taking 
her passive hand, while he bent over it to conceal his emo- 
tion, he added, “it is impossible to stay here any longer.” 
“* And——why ?” hastily she would have asked, but too well 
aware of the cause, she checked herself, and bursting into 
an agonizing shower of tears, she exclaimed, “ You are 
right; alas! deception is no longer possible ; we are unfor- 
tunate, but not guilty. Oh! why did we ever meet? but go, 
De Courcy, leave me to wretchedness; go toa home blessed 
with the purest happiness, to the woman of your choice, in 
whose amiable society you must learn to forget the illfated 
Georgiana, who must pine in the blaze of splendour which 
has no charms for her, and be compelled to endure the 
Presence of a man who never did, nor ever oan possess her 
affection, You will soon again be happy, you will soon cease 
to remember me——” “Never, never!” cried De Courcy, 
“my wretchedness is equal to your own. Oh! could you 
behold the agonies that rend my bosom, the violence which 
¥ do myself in tearing myself from you, you would know. 
happiness to be impossible, and would pity me. I love my 
Agnes, heaven knows how purely! nor could I endure to 
part from her; but,” continued he, passionately, and clasping 
ber in his embrace, “I adore you, Georgiana! you, you only 
reign in this miserable breast, and the remembrance of you 
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can expire only with my life. Speak then,” said he, more ar- 
dently pressing ber to his bosom, “at least comfort my 
heart by one kind assurance, oh! say that yod will love the 
wretched De Courcy.” ‘Too well for my peace,” murmured 
Lady Desmond, hiding her face from his view ; then suddenly 
resuming a dignified and even composed air, “ but, De Courcy, 
my heart harbours no thought inimical to virtue, to Agnes, 
or to Desmond. I loved him not, and my peace has inno- 
cently fallen a sacrifice to the superior qualifications of the 
only man I could ever have admired. Your Agnes shall share 
my prayers; and though I may weep over the misery of my 
own lot and envy the bliss of her’s, I will never disturb its 
serenity.” 

“Matchless woman!” cried De Courcy, “cease, F implore 
you, and add not to my admiration only to increase the 
bitterness of my regret; behold my sufferings when I part 
with you only in idea,” said he, starting up; “ ah! what will 
they be when that angelic form no longer blesses my sight!” 
“ But need you go so soon?” timidly, but eagerly enquired 
Lady Desmond; “ De Courcy, do we not now understand 
each other? Agnes’s peace is my safeguard, Desmond’s honour 
your's. A separation must come, but need we hasten the 
moment, that moment the last of bliss to both?” De Courcy 
foresaw the danger that menaced him, but he caught at once 
the idea. “Oh! surely not,” he returned; “no, Georgiana! 
not till necessity compel me will I tear myself from you, 
and thus,” continued he, “ approaching her, and taking her 
hand, “thus on the altar of departed bliss, but of purest 
honour, I consecrate this wretched heart to thee.” ‘ And in 
like purity I receive it,” said her ladyship, “and call on 
Agnes to witness the sincerity of the contract.” 

Let the woman who reads this tale tremble. It is not the 
tongue of the seducer, nor the force of vicious inclinations, 
that draws her aside from the path of duty, but it is oon- 
fidence in her own strength, which joined to the delusions of 
sentiment and the want of principle. that destroys her. Let 
her then fly the first breath of proscribed passion; in vain 
may sophistry gloss over every equivocal appearance, and 
employ her most specious arguments, in vain may she plead 
innocence of intention and extenuating circumstances, or un- 
Jooked-for -consequences, the first sigh of unhallowed affection 
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is guilt, and she who listens to the declaration only of love 
from one whom God and her country have separated from 
her, can escape destruction but by the interposition of Pro- 
vidence itself. 

Lalled into false security, De Courcy once more banished 
all remorseful feelings, and was again the envied, the gay; 
and fascinating being of his happiest days. A short time 
had elapsed after thie interview, when Mr. Earnshaw in- 
formed him, that every arrangement was made for the. set- 
tlement of his affairs, and that, but for a few minutes’ attend- 
ance at his chambers, his further stay was now unnecessary; 
but this intelligence was received without any satisfaction, for 
he was as unwilling to avail himself of the permission given 
him as conscious that he was now involved beyond the 
power of friendship to extricate him; and when at last, after 
various delays, he departed from town, it was not before he 
had trampled upon every tie of honour, morality, and re- 
ligion. 

As he drew near his home, a thousand apprehensions as- 
sailed him; the remembrance of the former scene which 
awaited him rashed on his fancy, while the consciousness of 
guilt, and of the deep manner in which he had injured his 
gentle Agnes, tore his bosom with conflicting passions. “I 
am a sinner,” he exclaimed, suddenly starting from a deep 
reverie, in which he had been for some time plunged, “ with- 
out the satisfaction of sin. I am for ever haanted by re- 
morseful feelings, which goad me unceasingly, even the coup 
of pleasare itself is embittered with the dregs of present re- 
pentance. Would I were the uncorruptible votary of virtue, 
or fur ever the confirmed slave of yice; this state of indi- 
cision is intolerable; no, De Courcy, resolve to reform at 
once, er be‘a villain for ever.” 

At this moment Westbrook broke upon his view, and. al~ 
most immediately after, he recognized the slight figare of 
Agnes atione of the: windows apparently watching his: ap- 
proach. His heart beat tumultuously; did happiness. or mi-~ 
sery await him? ‘fhere..was no time for reply, the joyous 
voices of the layely group before him saluted his_ears, and 
De Courcy foandinoe uneasiness but such as his own bosom 
harboured. Agnes. received him with the fondest delight, and 
his boys loaded hing with caressea; every: face. wore, a smile, 
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and even nature itself seemed to welcome his return; his 
favourite shrubs bloomed with increased luxuriance, and as 
his eyes glanced over the delightful prospect that presented 
itself from without, and the unspotted cleanliness and simple 
elegance of every thing within, so unlike all he had just 
quitted, and his senses were regaked with the freshness of 
the morning breeze which breathing over the aromatic plants 
that were the object of Agnes’ peculiar care, was scented 
with the mest edoriferous perfume, he felt transported into 
another regien, and appeared to inhale with every breath 
reviving virtue and peace. 

“ Agnes,” said he, as, gently approaching her, he fastened 
an elegant chain, to which was suspended a gold heart en- 
closing the hair of her children and himself set in the most 
costly manner, round her ivory neck, “does this please 
you?” Please me!” said the delighted Agnes, “how can 
it do otherwise” bat observing the expensive workmanship 
which adorned it, she rather gravely added, “but surely it 
is too good; it has I fear cost more than you could afford. Oh! 
my De Courcy,. in restoring yourself to me, I did not require 
this beautiful trinket to make me happier; but,” continued 
she more gaily, and pressing his hand with the locket to 
her lips, “ it is my husband’s gift, and though it is his own 
heart that I prize, I will treasure this as a pledge (though 
an extravagant one) of his love.” ‘Oh! torture unutterable!” 
thought De Cowroy, “‘ what can equal this? The voice of 
reproof, or of the severest condemnation, is harmony, nay 
bliss: itself, te that of confiding bat injared confidence. I can 
bear all but these smiles, all but these expressions of af- 
fection; scorn itself would be endurable, but these are dag- 
gers to my heart.” 

He had not been long at home, however, ere he appeared 
a very different character; he was unusually gay, but his 
gaiety was forced; he was active to a degree, but his acti- 
vity wae only a violent attempt to banish thought; sometimes 
he followed his fuvourite pursuits with an earnestness which 
admitted ef no relaxation, while at others, he would con- 
sume whole days in mere listlessness. He was more than 
ever. kind and attentive to Agnes; he watched her every look, 
and anticipated her every wish, he loaded her with presents . 
in spite of her gentle remonstrances, and: was'still more ex- 
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